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PREFACE. 



POETRY, once the idol of the young and the 
aged, Poetry, nature's artist, interpreter of 
the human heart, delineator of its passions, the 
companion of love, the associate of friendship, the 
fountain of expression to all things beautiful, hath 
long since resigned her laurel crown to her more 
sedate kinsman. Prose, on whose brow the verdant 
honour is so firmly 6et, that succeeding years pro- 
mise to become more prosy than the past. 

Hence the lovers of Poetry are nearly extinct, 
her ancient followers nearly forgotten, young aspi- 

« 

rants for a leaf of her laurels are thought to be 
maniacs, or looked upon as idle and besotted 
knaves, whose punishment should be the whipping 
post, were not their distemper easier cured by 
neglect. 

Thus to drive the demented creatures from their 
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profitless pursuit, the pliant quill loses its point, 
sable ink soon thickens, paper offers on its surface 
a greasy impediment ; the compositor nods over 
every stanza, the printer grudges his press and his 
labour, the publisher shrugs his shoulders as the 
lumber is placed in his warehouse, where he be- 
lieves it will remain a greater drug than Apothe- 
caries' Hall can produce; while, like an insolvent 
banker gazing at a bundle of his own notes, he 
feels the huge pile is so much paper he shall never 
be able to circulate. 

Nor is this all ; the public journals, the natural 
champions of authors, treat a poetical productioa 
with sullen and contemptuous silence, or, in review- 
ing it, adopt a tone of pity that wounds the hap- 
less writer more severely than if they had pinked 
him with their satire. 

Knowing, then, that all the elements of discou- 
ragement are in action, what, it may be asked, 
has the author to say for his temerity ? what, in 
excuse of his rashness? what, in extenuation of 
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the trespass he commits on the preserves of public 
opinion ? Simply nothing, notlyng, except perhaps 
that he is impelled by that spirit of EngUsh obsti- 
nacy to which English statesmen cling for succour 
when clouds are gathering and the country is 
threatened with a tempest of difficulties; that spirit 
of obstinacy akin to that which a lively pig or 
frisky young calf exhibits when, despite the exer- 
tions of its driver, it persists in a route contrary to 
the one it should take. 

Thus it is popular opinion has decided, that in 
these days a writer's railroad to fame is prose, and 
yet the author of this work obstinately selects the 
now unhonoured and unfrequented pathway, Poe- 
tiy, heedless of a placard, posted on either side the 
entrance, on which is written, 

'< This road beset*' 

** Strewn with difficulties/' 

<' Haunted by the spirits of abortive Comedies and 

neglected Tragedies/' 
" Thoroughfare impeded by broken down Epics.*' 
<< Passengers sure to stick in the mud." 
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All so many reasons why the author attempts a 
passs^e. Life is q, ceaseless contest^ a continuous 
struggle with difficulties ; the author is but adding 
another to his own list. 

If the mud be but ankle deep, a foot bath, or at 
most a plunge in the New River, will wash off the 
pollution. 

This prelude brings us to a notice of the Work. 

The East, the enchanting East, has long been a 
cherished subject of Artist and Author, while the 
unassuming West continues still to be neglected. 
To the West the author has steered his course< 

The fertile and picturesque island of Jamaica, 
and that period in its history when it was wrested 
from Spain by the J;roops of the Commonwealth, 
furnishes the theme, while the ancient Indian name 
of the Island, Xamayca, supplies the title. 

In depicting a few of the natural beauties of Ja- 
maica, the most charming of the Western Isles, the 
author may not, most probably has not succeeded. 
He has many excuses to offer for the imperfections 
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in his attempt^ but urges none ; and if he but pre- 
vails on the pen of a talented writer^ or the pencil 
of a gifted artist to enlist in the cause, he will feel 
his labours have not been entirely useless. 

With these remarks the Author launches his 
bark on the waves of opinion, to float in pride or 
sink in disgrace, according to its merit. He may 
wish, but can scarce expect that the first will be 
its happy destiny; and, should the latter be its 
doom, he has witnessed the evanition of many a 
hope, and he believes he has still stoicism enough 
to watch calmly the wreck of this one also. 

His failure will not change his opinion that the 
embers of Poetry still live in the human heart, and 
that a master spirit will yet, from time to time, 
arise and fan these embers into flame, while the 
contemners of Poetry will be taught to know that 
Poets do not vegetate like cucumbers ; they bloom 
like the aloe, an age only produces a blossom. 
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CANTO I. 



T COME, not from eastern climes, where fame has lighted 

Her lustroiiB lamp to bum perpetual there ; 
A land BO beautiAil angela have delighted 
There to live, chan^ng heav'nly joy for worldly care ; 
A laad with nature's marvellous beauties beaming 
Bright as the sun which there sheds more than golden ravs : 
Gaze where'er you list, the sky, the earth is teeming 
With enchanting themes to inspire a poet's lays. 
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II. 

Nor come I from northern climes, wh^re from time to time 
The hallow*d earth has been the nursery of men ; 
Men who among their fellows shone almost divine, 
Rais'd by their minds beyond the sphere of common ken ; 
0*er their ever envied land renown hath shed 
A halo of glory, throughout the world 'tis seen. 
For this her sons have lived, her sons have died, have bled ; 
Peace be with them, long shall their laurels flourish green. 

III. 

I come from a lowlier clime than ought of these — 
Where flourishing in beauty, 'neath a glowing sky 
Rises the greatest of the greater Antilles, 
Not in size does its modest worth and greatness lie. 
But like our own much loved isle it gems the seas. 
Resembling on earth the sun in heaven shining, 
It fills the air with fragrance, gladdenmg the breeze 
All o'er the earth its luscious sweets are twining. 
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Of that enchanting isle I sing, from thence I come ; 

And now no longer will I tarry with my lay, 

But travel onward till my mental course be done : 

Judge courteously as I halt upon the way ; 

And should my song but gather from your brow one care, 

Delight one idle moment as it fleeteth hence, 

Or pluck from your bosom one sorrow rooted there, 

It will for my toil be sufficient recompense. 



Two youthful travellers had climb'd a rugged steep, 
And laid their wearied limbs upon the soft green 
Moss o'ergrowing it, lost in admiration deep 
As their eyes wander'd o'er the enrapturing scene 
Expanding to their sight ; a scene beheld by few. 
There art with nature was so matchlessly combined 
That where'er the eye roved there open'd to the view 
All that could please the fancy or enthral the mind. 
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.VI. 

The cloud capt mountains behind them reared their heights 

Towering in gloomy silence ; behind them ran 

A limpid rivulet rushing with mad delight 

Into a yawning gulf beneath them, then began 

A meandering course through a lovely vale clad 

In perennial verdure, enrobed in green ; 

Upon its banks the Mountain Cabbage Tree^ did add 

With its majestic height more beauty to the scene. 

VII. 

Far as the eye could roam the unfathomed sea 
Rolled its frothy waves, its glassy bosom deck'd 
With vessels courting the breeze with the ecstasy 
Of known delight, and sailing on their course unchecked : 
Nearer might be seen just glimmering through the wood 
An unpretending village, seeming to denote 
Pride by its habitants but little understood, 

* 

Simplicity existing, luxury remote* 
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VIII, 

Around, extensive fields of sugar cane arose 

Like golden rods from out their mother earth ; speaking 

To the soul the bounty of the Most High, who knows 

The products suited for every clime ; telling 

The heart his wisdom has no end ; that o'er the earth. 

Beneath it or above, his mighty hand is seen : 

In luxuriant verdure €fr in gloomy dearth 

He lives^ To increase the loveliness of the scene, 

IX. 

The parent orb was burying his golden rays 
Beneath the deep blue waves, adding a thousand hues 
To the fleecy clouds which anon the wind did raise 
To dance before his beams ; all heaven he imbues 
With his refulgent light, the lofty mountains gleam 
With his parting splendour, the vapour diadems 
O'ertopping them shine beautiful, the babbling streams 
Gushing from their sides glitter like uonumber d gems. 
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Not until pale evening had begun to spread 
Her gloomy mantle o'er the fast retiring day — 
And here when the sun has set all is soon o'erspread 
In darkness — did the youths arise from where they 

lay, 
So absorbed in contemplation's pleasing mood 
That they heeded not, though they had many a league 
To travel over hill and stream, through vale and wood. 
The elder seem'd unfitted to endure fatigue. 

XI. 

His height was manly, weakness made him lowly stoop ; 
His form was wasted, his limbs faltering and strength)ess ; 
His eyes deep hazel, oft o'er them the lids would droop, 
As if from the world he tum'd to scan the restless 
Thoughts which sprung within his breast; on his lofty brow 
Destroying care had impressed its mark, his thin face 
Was pale and wrinkled, it told mournfully how 
Grief saps the life-springs and disfigures manly grace. 
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.XII. 

His garb was wild : no harmless flock for him was shorn ; 
The cotton plant, earth's senseless produce, serv'd to robe 
His form; mountain grass rude plaited screened from the 

storm, 
Or from the burning, his head, which oft did throb 
With anguish ; silver locks fell trembling en his neck. 
Had they speech, each gray hair a trouble might have told. 
And the world cease wondering o'er a manly wreck. 
And fail to feel surprised at youth appearing old. 

XIII. 

In his hand he bore a staff, rugged as when torn 
From its parent limb : this served to help him o'er rude 
Rocks, to thread the woods or stem the waves. He was bom 

To an inheritance of grief : his infant food 

With misery and sorrow was embitter'd ; no 

Parent's eye had gladdened o'er his dawning years, 

No kindred ever mingled pity with his woe : 

Death, greedy death took all, and left him nought but tears. 



10 XAMAYCA. C.l. 



XIV. 

No children ever twin'd their tiny arms around 
His neck, or ]isp*d their pretty prattle in his ears« 
These gifts, the tributes of affection, gifts that crown j 
Man's life with honour, solace his declining years, 
Sweet gentle links that bmd him to earth and awake 
Him from dull dreams of sordid selfishness, to know 
God has sown within him peace and love : which may make 
Him happy ; if perverted, fill his days with woe. 

XV. 

Woman's heart had never beat for him — ^her divine 
Sympathy, the bliss of mutual love, the joy 
She gives to pleasure, the thousand arts she entwines 
Around the heart of him she loves, all to decoy 
A sorrow from his breast, the virtues which possess 
Her, her fondness, her love that makes man's bosom melt 
With joy, or elevates his soul with tenderness — 
For these he had often sigh'd, but never felt. 
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XVI. 

These blessings were unknown te his unhappy lot. 
He felt the joy they bring-, their loss sometimes awoke 
The slumbering passions of his nature, begot 
Within his breast demonic envy, and provok'd 
His lips to utterance from which his soul did shrink. 
He imbibed grief and sorrow with every breath ; 
And misery had so changed him that while one link 
Bound him to life, a thousand fetter'd him to death. 

XVII. 

Not greater is the contrast between winter's gloom 
And the joyful brilHance of a summer day, 
Between the full refulgence of the sun at noon 
And the chaste soft glimmerings of the moon's pale ray, 
Than this youth to his companion. Unlike him, 
O'er worldly troubles he was never heard to moan ; 
He deemed despondence and repining a sin. 
And a weakness a manly breast should never own. 
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XVIII. 

- He cared little for the world's indifference, 
And for its praises he was never known to seek ; 
He saw in man a thing of passions, lacking sense 
To guide them; whichever rales him most have its freak. 
He hftd shar'd in the flimsy honours of the world, 
And tongues distinguish'd had murmur*d forth approval, 
A host of flatterers had in his pathway cttrl'd ; 
He had no vanity, so he despis'd them all. 

XIX. 

Nature had endow'd him with honours which attract 
The eye and please the heart, lead the lips to murmur 
Forth delight, wakes more admiration than the hack'd 
Titles and distinctions the pride of men confer. 
In sturdy manliness, in figure, and in mind. 
Nature had made him Prince ; tho' not to him unknown 
These gifts, yet pride was in him by sense refin'd ; 
^ He look'd, and trod the earth, as if it was his own. 
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JCX. 

Age, hoary age, had crown'd him with a wreaih of years ; 
Enough for him to win the l^onor'd name of man ; 
Blushing on Ids hrows were the virtues which endear 
Youth to heaven and the good on earth ; he ne*er ran 
The path pursuM by vicious minds, the path of sin ; 
He shunn'd yet pitied them, and hated from his soul 
Their bestial pleasures \ persuasion ne'er led him 
To riotous debauches o*er the midnight bowl. 

« 

XXI. 

Guardians of youth, instruct them to know by apt 
Comparisons, not sad experience, the sin 
Of idleness and folly ; loose the veil enwrapt 
Around them, the veil of ignorance ; wake within 
Their breasts a wish to emulate the good, endue 
Them with a love of virtue,' teach them to reflect. 
And with true precepts their youthful minds imbue : 
Then in age they'll not feel the anguish of regret. 
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XXII* 

Oh ! how can heingrs in whom the AUwise has sown 
The seeds of happiness, and to all has given 
Sense to discern and make the virtues all their own — 
Oh ! how can they nurture sin and neglect heaven ? 
Why will they so thoughtlessly consume in riot 
Their days, which are hut few? alas ! the world is rife 
With delusions, and man, heedless man catches at 
Every huhhle floating on the stream of life ! 

XXIII. 

Poor humanity I never wilt thou shun the ills 
Which lurk like vipers round thee, hut dost madly feast 
On every folly, until the venom kills 
Thy virtue, takes thy peace, and leaves thee worse than heast 
Some vent loud curses on thee ; hut I pity thee, 
Weep for thy failings, and lament o^er thy weakness ; 
My burthen*d breast would burst with joy if I could see 
Thy vice, thy folly, melt into christian meekness. 



C.L XAMAYCA. 15 



XXIV* 

My muse is wandering, her footsteps must return 
To the youths she left. They still linger by the stream. 
Such are nature's charms, she can make her lovers bum 
With delight, draw from their eyes the glistening beam 
Of pleasure, absorb them in delicious dreams 
Of soft enchantment and their minds can so enthral, 
That all around them, whether of earth or sky, seems 
A heaven, and they themselves surpassing mortal. 

XXV. 

Delightful raptures, in which the mind would dwell 
Eternal, did not the dull realities of life 
Always invade the senses, and dissolve the spell ; 
And fiincy lingers not where colder thoughts are rife. 
E'en thus so now : in their ears burst a piercing scream. 
They gazed around and with looks intense, with fear 
Beheld a maiden fallen in a rapid stream,^ 
And many frighten*d menials collected near 
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XXYI. 

Voltern with horror stood as rooted to the ground ; 
While Leon, seizing his companion's staff, threw 
Aside his travelling mantle, and with a bound 
Sprang to a rock which mid-way in the current grew. 
O'er him dashed the foaming surge, yet cared he not ; 
His staff firm planted on a rugged rock, each wave 
He dar'd ; in this one thought all danger he forgot : 
A being struggling for life, and he there to save. 

xxvu. 

Onward came the helpless maiden, floating on the 
Bosom of the stream. She had not sunk in it ; her 
Ample robes in mockery upheld her, that she 
Might be conscious of her state, and feel the horror 
Of impending death ; her distended eyes saw where 
The wilHng waters roU'd o'er the rocks, and her ears 
Caught their loud roaring as they fell ; nature could bear 
No more, she sank insensible to all her fears. 
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XXVIII. 

'* Lost ! Lost ! for ever lost !" did Voltern loud exclaim. 
As, while grief bedimm'd his eyes, he watch*d each bubble 
Arising o'er her sinking form. '^ Oh I ne*er again 
" Poor mortal will the sorrows of this world trouble 
'^ Thee, nor will its joys elate thee, yet this stream will 

'^ Roll 'on as heedless as before — can it be her 
" I see? 'Tis a vision moving o'er my sight. — Still 
** It may be, man's judgment is fated oft to err.'* 



XXIX. 

He spoke aright. That overruling influence. 

Oft unseen by man effecting wonders, upbore 

Her to the water's brink, and watchful Providence 

Cast her where Leon Waited, hopeful to restore 

Her to her anxious friends. He seized her hands, uprais'd 

In mute supplication ; all consciousness had fled. 

He drew her gently to him, and in his heart prais'd 

That Power who through him rescu'd her from the dead. 
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XXX. 

Glancing around, each side so fast the stream did pour, 
He feared with his burthen he could never stem 
Its rapid course : not long he paused ; new vigour 
Awoke and enervated every nerve, when 
His gaze rested on the calm and beauteous face 
Reclining its unconscious charms upon his breast,- 
He, alarmed, in that tranquillity could trace 
The dread similitude of death's eternal rest. 

.XXXf. 

Courage, determination mounted in his blood. 
Clasping his senseless charge still closer to his heart. 
With one desperate spring he plunged into the flood, 
While she, as if she mutely said we ne'er will part. 
Convulsive clung to him. Tho' foil'd of half his strength, 
He buffeted the torrent with a giant's hand ; 
And Heaven did so befriend his efforts that at length 
He with his drooping burthen safely trod the land. 
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XXXII. 

Loud shouts of gladness fiU'd the air, and hill to hill 
Re-echo'd hack the joyful sound ; quick crowded round 
Them the sable vassals of the maid, their ready will 
Seen in their officious zeal, showing good is found 
In the savage breast, burning with sis pure a flame 
As if the outward form be what the world admires. 
Oh I there are men who outwardly are gods, yet tame 
And cold of heart, feeling nought but their base desires. 

XXXIII. 

Away I sponge them from the earth, let them fester,- rot ; 
On their brows let the light of heaven never shine, 
But hurl them to hell's dark dungeons already hot 
With a world's unnumber'd crimes ; there thro' endless time 
Give them a heart to know and feel the good, then let 
Them be conscious of their earthly crimes, and age 
On age recount them o'er, while hideous demons fret 
Their souls and torture them with insatiate rage. 
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XXXIV. 

I wander, yet cannot help my wanderings ; all 
The passion fev'ring in my breast is roused to see 
Beings, whom God made to aid in the general 
Good, perverting his will» opposing his decree, 
Consuming their days in avarice, nights in lust, 
Continuing the scene of vice, without a care 
Beyond this world, e'en 'till with all their deeds unjust 
They sink into the grave — as if all ended thei*€ ! 

XXXV. 

Yet let not imprecations be a blot upon 
My page, let me withdraw the curse which doth not rest 
With a sinning mortal like me to make ; — with none 
But Him who sits in the far regions of the blest 
Watching his feeble creatures from his mighty throne ; 
Marking the poor man's toil, the rich man's discontent ; 
The points where each one swerves to sin, — with Him alone 
Rests the rebuke, with him alone the punishment. 
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XXX¥I. 

Enwrapt in mantles they placed the helpless maid 
Upon the yielding moss, senseless as the cold sod 
She rested on. Every art Voltem essay *d 
That might restore her. 'Neath the jEsculap'an rod 
He had toil'd, and in its mysteries he was rote; 
Yet round her death so heavily had thrown his veil 
That not even her heart's pulsations did denote 
A lingering for life — ^he feared he must fail. 

XXXVII. 

Yet so beauteous she looked you might have deem*d 
She only slumbered; and by the winning smile 
That lingered so chastly on her lips, it seem'd 
Sweet but deceiving fancy was e'en now fertile 
With delicious dreams, absorbing the senses 'deep 
In cobweb greatness. This calmness so won the mind 
So enthral'd the heart, that pity murmured sleep 
And to her whisperings humanity inclin'd. 
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XXXYIII. 

Thus when returning consciousness dissolv'd the spell, 
And you saw her eyes assume a maniac gaze t 
Her bloodless lips half parted, as though she would tell 
Her grief, yet wanting utterance, did wildly raise 
Her arms and mutely bid them speak for her ; the cold 
And pallid hue which hung upon her cheeks ; her hair 
Lie disordered on her breast, whose convulsions told 
How she was tortured with anguish and despair ; 

XXXIX. 

You sighed o'er the change and e'en while the rescue 
Of a being from death cheered your heart, you felt 
The crystal tears gush from their fountains and bedew 
Your cheeks, a pang of sympathising sorrow melt 
Your bosom to regret, that the sweet loveliness 
On which you gaz'd but now with so much ecstasy. 
On whose brow beam*d so much of heaven's holiness. 
Should be restored to feel life's pain and misery. 
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XL. 

So deeply sank this feeling into Voltern's breast, 
That he remained buried in mute abstraction, 
'Till all had left him, and no sound was heard but rest. 
When he aroused he saw the moon had begun 
Her nocturnal wanderings through the azure vault ; 
High up the hills he beheld a glimmering light 
Shine from a rural cot, there he resolved to halt. 
And 'neath its humble roof seek shelter for the night. 
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CANTO II. 



''T'lS mora : ttie blazing orb with matchless brilliance 

Ib traversiiig his course : before his rays a cloud 
or noxious vapours rise from the earth to enhance 
His glory ; as they ascend they dilate his proud 
Lustre, live for a moment, and then melt in air. 
All nature rouses at his cheering l^ht : the birds 
Warble their sweet carolings ; the beast quits its lair, 
And prowls stealthily abroad ; insects creep in herds ; 



28 XAMAYCA. C.2. 



II. 

The dewdrops hang glittering an every leaf; 
The trees lave their heads ; every flower emits 
Perfume ; the gay butterfly, heedless of his brief 
Career, spreads joyfully his gaudy wings and flits 
Unceasingly, in wayward mood from plant to plant ; 
The bee buzzes abroad, with greedy appetite 
To suck the nectar from each bud ; the prudent ant 
Stores its tiny cell— all is life, and joy, and light ! 

III. 

And these, all these are thy wondrous works, O God ! 
The beast that roams proud monarch of the woods — ^the 

worm 
That crawls beneath our feet — ^the trees, the shrubs, the sod 
Which nurtures them, all owe existence to thee. Turn 
I mine eyes to heaven ? there thy omnipotence 
In the sun, the moon, the myriad stars, shines forth ; — 
To the earth ? thy unlimited benevolence, 
Thy might, is seen in deeds which man ne*er feels the worth. 
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IV. 

The streams, the ocean and its monstersy all disclose 
Thy omnific power ! the winds, as they wander 
Through unbounded space, whisper thy omnipresence ; 
The vapour clouds acknowledge thee their arbiter ; 
The lightning emitted from them, and the roar 
Of clashing elements, bespeak thy majesty; 
O God I I feel thy greatness ; let me kneel before 
Thee and pour forth thy praises in humility ! 

V. 

Let me humbly thank thee for the wondrous good 
Thou hast dispensed to man ; teach him in all his deeds 
To acknowledge thee, imbue him with gratitude 
For all thy blessings, pluck from his breast the rank seeds 
Of hate and passion, purify his heart of the 
Accursed selfishness that g^des it, let his vice 
By virtue be replaced, and he may yet be 
Happy, and earth again become a paradise. 
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VI. 

On a mount whose lofty eminence admitted 
To the eye an unbounded view, a maid was seen 
Seated on the aged trunk of a withered 
Capota^; beside her reclined a youth, whose mien 
Was mark'd with manly grace ; they had wandered 
Forth to imbibe the freshness of the morning breeze, 
And to behold nature rouse from her gloomy bed. 
As the bright sun arose glittering o'er the seas. 

VII. 

Mutely they gazed on the calm romantic scene 
Of hill and vale, river, cataract, and thousand 
Other charms diffused in wildness or mingling 
In delicious harmony ; oft she'd seize the hand 
Of her companion, as tremulous with fear 
Her eye fell on some bold craggy precipice o'er 
Which an impetuous torrent poured, deaf ning the ear, 
As't fell into a gulf beneath with horrid roar. 



C. 2. XAMAYCA. 31 
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And oft her gaze wandered from the dewy scene, 

And dwelt on him in looks so sweetly innocent, 

So bright with virtuous confidence, so serene, 

So chaste, you might have deemed she was an angel, sent 

From her home of bliss to inhabit for a time 

This changing earth, to mingle in its little span 

Of joys, to share its griefs, and mayhap to repine 

O'er its many ills ; the mis'ry man makes for man. 

IX. 

Her eyes met his : blushing at her temerity. 

Hers sought the verdure at her feet, awhile to rest 

In meditation ; then, with sweet emotion, she. 

In a voice melodious with nature's softest 

Accents, addressed him thus : " How do I thank thee, 

" Tho' not in words expressing what I feel, how do 

" I thank thee that I breathe this fresh'ning air, and see 

*' The sun illumine these beauteous scenes, the view 
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X. 

" Of which to me is happiness ; these, all delight 
Now to me, had heen of less reality than 
Shadows, had not Heaven sent you gifted with might, 
A feeling heart, and courage surpassing human, 
" To save me from death in yon torrent, stijl pouring 
'* On its frothy anger from rock to rock in dread 
** Magnificence, and then anon meandering 
** As calmly as if it were gliding o'er the dead. 

XI. 

" There but for you would have been my tomb. O that you 
« Would direct my gratitude, or inform my sire 
" How we best might thank thee. Though he has sworn toWe 
" Thy country and her people with unflinching ire, 
** Yet when his daughter asks a boon, tho' her request 
'* Should cross the dearest purpose of hb heart, he more 
** Than listens to her plaint.*' She'paus'd and her kerchief 

press'd 
To her fair cheeks, down which the crystal tears did pour. 
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XII. 

Ah ! who can gaze on beauty sheddmg tears, and feel 

No sympathy, no awakening hope to share 

The grief that dims the beaming eye, no wish to heal 

The sorrow ? Who can hear the sweet silvery sounds 

Of gratitude drpp from the lips of loveliness, 

And be unmov'd by the delicious flattery, 

Stealing so softly o'er the senses, to possess 

The heart, and wake from its rest the unconscious sigh ? 

XIII. 

Tears are the gentle persuasive arts earth's angels 
Mingle with their charms, to recall a wandering 
Spirit to allegiance ; the inciting spells 
Of a new love, unseen, till, like an opening 
Bud revealing to the light its hidden beauty. 
It blushes from the victim's eyes. The sensitive 
Bosom, while the soft sensation 's thrilling through the 
Nerves, feels 'tis the only happiness earth can g^ve. 
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xiv; 

Leon witli the beauteous maid was so entranced, 
So enraptur'd with the confiding innocence 
Beaming in her face ; her impassion'd utterance, 
That stole o*er his reason like delicious incense ; 
Her soft voice which like music o'er a placid sea 
Melted in his ears ; he felt if the charm which bound 
Him, sever'd : life would be misery ; to him she 
Seemed the spirit of the scenes diffiis'd around 

XV. 

Him in fairy loveliness — he look'd, long look'd on 
Her in silent ecstasy ; he took her fair hand. 
Gazed on its slender whiteness, in adoration 
Pressed it o*er and o'er to his eager lips ; and, 
Impeird by feelings he 'till then had never known. 
He knelt to her, to acknowledge the influence 
Of her charms, the passion they invokM, to own 
The love she had inspired. Love lent him eloquence ; 
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XVI. 

The honey'd words dropt from his lips in blissful haste, 
Enrich'd with the persuasive accents love ever 
Makes his own. No melody to a lover's taste 
Can impart bliss so exquisite, or minister 
To the mind so much delight : it steals to the heart, 
And o'er the senses wafts, as soft as the sighing 
Of a summer breeze ; it is sweet as the perfume 
The odorous plants emit when day is dying. 

XVII. 

Her eyes downcast in heavenly confusion, the 
Gentle maiden listened to the flattering 
Revealment. She spoke not. Love in his purity 
Is often silent. Yet by the fast gathering 
Tears which, while trembling in the lids increase the eyes' 
Bright lustre-— by those tender glances which appeal 
To the heart more eloquent than words — ^by those sighs 
Utter'd as though they wish'd a sorrow to reveal. 
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Which the throbbing breast hesitated to disclose, 
The blashes of youth's young innocence crimsoning 
Her cheeks, which, tho' each long tress droop'd to interpose, 
Could not conceal, the pouting lips which seem'd parting 
With a wish to free the bosom of its thoughts — ^these 
Tokens she, child of innocence and unknown to art, 
Could not disguise, denoted that the God who weaves 
Earth's only bliss, had placed his impress on her heart. 

XIX. 

Time, hallower of all things, why, stem monitor. 

Dost thou not stay thy wings when in sweet solitude 

Young lovers meet ? thou art aye the interceptor 

Of our bliss. Steep'd in the world's malice, and imbued 

With the malignancy of disappointed age, 

Meet we our friends, to drown the cares which rack the mind, 

Our joy, our oblivion of thee excites thy rage. 

And thou fliest from us swift as a stormy wind. 
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Yet when grief consumes our hearts, or when sickness binds 
Us to a weary couch, then, then, thou lingerest 
Exulting in our misery ; and as in our minds 
We picture thee before us, spirit of unrest, 
Thou seem'st a fiend whose collaps'd wings and tardiness 
So eats into our souls, gives arrows to our grief, 
Forms to our heated fancy only hell possess. 
That, cursing thee, we welcome death to our relief. 

XXI. 

The crimson had not faded from Melilla's cheeks. 
Love's ardent passion not yet dinmi'd in Leon's eyes. 
When from the wood Voltem emerg'd ; he came to seek 
The fugitives. Yet were his footsteps by surprise 
Arrested at being the sudden unwilling 
Evidence of awaken'd love ; he halts awhile. 
And leanmg on his staff he stands hesitating 
Whether to interrupt them or return. A smile» 
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XXII. 

Yet not of joy, first lightens in his face. 'Tis gone, 

And gloomy melancholy gathers in his look, 

And like midnight clouds sadness throws a shadow on 

His hrow, while his feehle frame with deep emotion shook. 

Whence comes the cause ? what passion agitates his breast? 

Does envy, jealousy, distil their poison in 

His blood ? . No, his soul is too noble to give rest 

To these base spirits, even in his thoughts. Within 

XXIII. 

His bosom Ues his grief, unuttered, yet felt 

The more ; a void is in his heart which love should fill ; 

The sensibility of loneliness doth melt 

Him to sadness and to melancholy. Yet still 

He struggles with his misery. A single tear 

Drops unbidden on his cheek ; with a hasty hand 

He dashes the intruder off, and instant appears 

Asham'd that by such weakness he should be unmanned. 
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'Tis past; his features have resum'd an expression 
Of cahn thoughtfuLoess : an observant eye might trace 
In his wandering gaze the subsidence of passion, 
But could not divine his grief. Though his pallid face- 
The index of the mind — told, in its look of care, 
How in his bosom sorrow had a constant home. 
Nurtured so kindly, were mirth to enter there, 
The joyful visitant had soon been troublesome. 

XXV.: 

He hastens forward with hurried steps, to greet 
The newly enter'd votaries of love. No less 
Confusion mantles scarlet on their brows, to meet 
Him there, than on his at seeing them. The trespass 
On their converse he entreats them to forgive ; and 
Briefly informs them, the purport of his visit 
Is to tell them, their slaves are waiting their command, 
And to pursue their journey it is requisite. 
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'^ The Sun," he said, " spans the firmament with rapid 
" Strides, and warns us day advances. On foot or mule 
' ' The roads are difficult ; we have many miles to travel, amid 
« Woods where the vine, luxuriant and beautiful, 
<< Spreads its wild tendrils round every tree, inviting 
' ' Us, as we j oumey past, to gather of its coolingfruit ; where 
" Luscious pine uncultivated grows, tempting [the 

^^ The appetite with its beauty : and scarce a tree 

XXVII. 

<< Vegetates, but presents the traveller with food, 

'^ Rich, cool, and nourishing ; a grateful offering 

** To the weary ;-^o'er mountains whose brows have with- 

" The storms of time, and still show a covering [stood 

'^ Of verdant herbage ; and even the beetling 

*^ Crag presents us with a mossy couch ; — ^thro'rich groves, 

" Whose solitudes are awaken'd by the mocking 

*' Bird,^ the chattering parrot, and the cooing dove. 
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*^ While the feathered songsters swell the harmony 

'' With their dulcet warhlings, and to the listener 

'' Present a strange yet pleasing concert. O I so many 

*^ Beauties does nature in our path administer, 

** To charm our senses, excite our admiration, 

** And delay' our steps. Homage we cannot deny. 

'* Ere we reach Rio Nuevo, our destination, 

<< Day will he past and night assum'd her panoply. 

XXIX. 

'^ I will away, and hid our little cavalcade 

^* Hasten, and wait your coming at the mountain's base." 

He tum'd, and soon was hid within the forest glade. 

Silent they heard him, in silence watched him retrace 

His steps, nor spake they 'till a gloom of thoughtfulness 

Leon observed, shading the fair Melilla's brow. 

** You are pensive, love : if my moody friend impress 

*^ Thee with his melancholy, I must chide him. Now 
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'' You smile again. I love a smile, sweet messenger 

" Of a lively thought. Say, what think you of my friend ? 

'^ Did you not imagine some gloomy sepulchre 

'' Had disgorged its ghastly tenant to reprehend 

'^ Us ? you could never take him for the god of love, 

'^ Come with a golden fetter to unite our hearts. 

^' Another smile I O enchantment's in them, they move 

^' My hreast with joy, in every pulse the pleasure darts. 

XXXI. 

*' Yet I wonder not his woeful air has moved thee, 
'' When even I have often felt its influence ; 
'* Yet I love him, he is a friend whose sympathy 
'^ I would solicit in afOdction, in whose sense 
^' Confide my honour and my life ; if his judgment 
*' Misguide him, 'twould never err for me, the failing 
" Constitutes him the better friend. Yet I lament 
*' His frequent melancholy. 'Twere unavailing 
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XXXII. 

*' To attempt, but I would joy to lighten his sad 
" Spirit, recall it back to life, and bid it seek 
'* In mirth, an antidote to misery ; not add 
" Despondency to grief, nor let his manly cheek 
" Be seam'd by haggard care ; but arouse to cheerful 
'* Thoughts of pleasure yet to taste, not in useless sighs 
Bemoan or lament degraded earth with tearful 
Eyes : a man has enough of his own miseries. 

XXXIII. 

*' In youth we were companions, together ploughed 
'' The rugged path of knowledge : each did emulate 
** The other ; he at that early age was endow'd 
^* With deep thought, a love of solitude, an innate 
" Passion for unearthly studies, lime, the parent 
" Of events, dissever'd us ; we parted in tears : 
" I, to follow ruthless treacherous Mars ; he went 
'* A pilgrimage to distant climes. 'Tis many years 
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" Since then, I gat no tidings of him ; mayhap ne'er 

^' Should have heard, hadn't misfortune and accursed fate 

" Forc'd me hither. Yet, in accusing fate, I err ; 

^* Let me rather say, Friendship did confederate 

** With Love to hring me here ; Friendship, to guide me ; 

'* The sorcerer, with his magic torch to light me [Love, 

" To the capture of a prize I cherish ahove 

'' Ought : I would not harter't for a king's majesty. 

XXXV. 

" I found him in this verdant Isle, in form and face 
'' So chang'd I scarce could recognize him, scarce assure 
^' Myself Hwas not a vision ; all the charming grace 
'^ Of wild youth had vanish'd from him, and immature 
'^ Age reign'd triumphant in its place ; his pale hrow seam'd 
" With the furrows of deep thought, his look desolate 
^' And vacant ; melancholy, sorrowful he seem'd. 
'* There's a mystery in him I cannot penetrate. 
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^* See, yonder he is leading our little troop. Come, 
^' We loiter ; let us descend and meet him." Linking 
Her arm in hb, he cautious led the way, lest some 
Moss-hidden rut or creeping root be lurking 
In their path. Anon they reached the spot where Voltem 
Waited with a picturesque group of dusky slaves 
And patient mules. Joy made each Negro's dark eyes bum, 
While shouting welcome to his fair mistress. She waves 

XXXVII. 

A graceful greeting with her hand, and speaks them thus : 
<^ Maneta, keep, with your fellows, a keen watch. You, 
*^ Jasper, be our pilot ; carefully conduct us. 
" First the Rio Alto Cataract we will view : 
" You know it well ; 'tis scarce an arrow's flight from hence. 
" Then onward guide us to the White River Cascade ; 
'< Beside its giant waters we will halt ; and from thence, 
'< By the easiest route, beneath the cooling shade 
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" Of forest trees, we will pursue our journey 
'^ Homeward/' Attentive listened they, each swarthy face 
Promising obedience. Her fav'rite Palfrey 
Next receives her notice : pawing the earth apace. 
And pointing his lengthy ears, he stands impatient 
'Till he receives from her fair hand a ii^ute caress. 
The favour gained, he nods a proud acknowledgment. 
And for his burthen waits in gentle readiness. 

XXXIX. 

Soon all is ready, and they onward wend their way. 

A brief space suffices to bring them to a view 

Of the Rio Alto Cascade.'^ Delighted were they 

As it on their vision stole ; they halt to imbue 

Their memories with the scene. They may well be charmed; 

^Tis a lovely sight, made by romantic nature 

To enchant. Few have seen it ; no hand yet has harm'd 

It by misnam'd improvement. We'll gaze on its pure 
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Waters. We are not awed by their mighty grandeur, 
But charm'd with their singular beauty. See, each step, 
From top to base, is form'd of stalactites. Secure 
They look, yet for mortal footsteps are not structured ; deep 
Sinks the adventurer whom curiosity 
Tempts to quit the solid earth. The brittle concrete 
Crumbles 'neath his feet and vanishes. Happy he 
To escape with life, tho* chagrined at his defeat. 

XLI. 

Look I 'tis like a staircase to a Fairy Palace. 

Methinks I see the aeriel spirits sporting 

In the spray : some, with light inimitable grace. 

Dancing in a sunbeam ; others rapid darting 

From step to step, each endeavouring his fellow 

To outpace : some mount the trees, and on the gracile 

Shoots sit rocking in the breeze ; others plunge below 

The waves, and come back laden with gems and fragile 
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On intrusion. All, all, is lovely. Yet we may 
No longer linger here ; the charm which hinds us must 
Be hroken, and the fetters rent ; we must away 
With our travellers. Already I see the dust 
Raised hy their mules* feet. — Yet stay ! The minstrel for- 
give : 
A moment rests he ; he tremhles, yet not with age : 
And on his hrow a scorching fire seems to live. 
Halt with him, or rejoin him in another stage. 
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"/~\N, on !" a Spirit whispers in in; ears, " On, on!" 
All nature doth avow man's destiny is change : 
Earth revolves unceasing, season rolls on season ; 
Stan in myriad numbers evolut« in stxange 
Mysterious certunty, in spheres which the eye 
Cannot penetrate ; sunshine follows cloud and glooui, 
The sky each moment exhibits a new array ; 
Time never tarries. — Shall man be still ? No, his doom, 
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'^ From youth to age, from life to death, all, all is change." 

I know it, feel it is a truth too evident 

To dispute; man, heaven-created man, doth range 

The earth, imagining the whole subservient 

To his will ; he looks upon it with a master's 

Eye, encouraging the pleasing vanity, that 

All is his. Strip off the conceit which confers 

A charm, and yet deceives ; contemplate him, gaze at 

III. 

Him now— -what is he ? Part of a mighty purpose 
Which we wot not of, and dare not trust our fancy 
To depict ; part of a mystery, nought can disclose 
But death ; the very creature of events, and the 
Toy of fate ; alternate rais*d upon a billow 
Of success, or plung'd in an abyss of despair ; 
Now buoyant in health, competent to overthrow 
The world ; now, weak from sickness, unable to bear 
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Upon his feverish brow the weight of his own hand ; 
Not even master of himself; and yet withal 
The noblest work of heaven ; at whose command 
He lives or dies, by whom is delegated all 
The power he hath. Let him see he use it right ; 
Lest, when the last cloud is gathMng o'er his earthly 
State, his misdbne deeds flit like phantoms in his sight, 
And, reproaching, usher him to eternity ! 

V. 

Away, away I we wax too thoughtful in our mood. 
Away, and join our travellers ; the loud halloo 
Of their trusty guide tells us they approach yon wood. 
Yonder they are on the forest verge> halting to 
Collect the ramblers. I see Melilla's white dress 
Flaunting in the breeze, and Leon beside her close 
Attendant. Voltem the solitaire in careless 
Attitude and aspect, 'tween pensive and morose, 
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Is standing apart, while the busy slave, Jasper, 
Is waving his hat on high, and shouting to the 
Stragglers to bid them hasten. Now they enter 
The wood. The path is narrow ; and from ev'ry tree 
The creeping vine suspends,^ now shooting its tendrils 
Across the defile from trunk to trunk, or drooping 
From the branches to the earth, winding its ductile 
Arms around a foreist giant ; or overtopping 

VII. 

The lofty palm ; and in its tortile wanderings 
Looking like a net of ropes. It obstructs the path : 
Our travellers proceed between the openings 
With cautious movements* They have need ; it is not e&th 
To thread these labyrinth8.--^How cooling is the air ! 
How refreshing the gentle breeze, soft murmuring 
Through the trees, enlivening the shoots ; in despair 
Sighing o'er a withered trunks or joyous attuning 



C. 3. X A M A Y C A. 57 



VIII. 

The rustling leaves to melody. It comes kissing 
The blossoms in its coarse, and breathing a perfume 
On our raptured sense ; it comes and fans depressing 
Heat away. A pleasant warmth ensues ; we consume 
No longer 'neath a noontide sun ; the clustering 
Trees, with their o'erhanging branches and rich foliage, 
Offer lis a sure retreat, and from his scorching 
Rays present us an effectual harbourage. 

IX. 

Nature is the only gardener here ; yet how 
Profusely we behold her bounties spread around : 
Do we need refreshment ? look ! here is the mellow 
Date, and the Granadilla,^ scattered on the ground. 
With Avocada Pears, ^ Bread Nuts, and the Guava.^ 
Here is the aqueous Melon, and the Mango ;'^ 
Or, more delicious than these, the ripe Banana. ^ 
Seek ye spices ? here are Nutmegs and Pimenta. 
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Or like ye Tamarinds, or the juicy Orange ? 
Search ye for perfumes ? here is the fragrant Aloe,^ 
Musk-wood," and countless flowers, ready to exchange 
A wooing with the breeze. And, look I there's the Okro ^^ 
Casting its precious odour at our feet. Seek ye 
For Grapes ? they're here. Or for the unmatched lusdous 
See them growing in the forks of every tree ;" [Pine ? 
Their heads sustaining a nectar sweeter than wine : 

XI. 

A healthful draught of crystal water, distilUd from 

The clouds, to the thirsty wayfarer, a bev'rage 

More grateful, more cooling to his taste, more welcome 

To his hot and parching lips, than a whole vintage 

Of the delicious juices of the seductive 

Grape. He quaffs, and feels refreshed ; casts the cup away 

To germinate anew ; feasts on the ripe nutritive 

Fruit ; and, thus invigorated, he wends his way. 
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We are surrounded with every needful help to 

Erect a cottage, adorn a palace, huild the 

Floating monarchs of the deep, shape the light canoe, 

And 'feet countless purposes which extremity 

Or our own habits render necessary* — See 

Here is Rose-wood, Cedar, and the Brasiletto;'^ 

Mahogany, with its saffron buds ; Ebony, 

The smooth Acacia, Lance- wood, and the Mahoe ;^^ 

XIII. 

Lignum Vitse, Zebra-wood, and the Crescentia,^" 
Whose gourds or calabashes supersede the use 
Of pottery. Here is the long-podded Cassia,^^ 
And the rare Manchineel,^ with its poisonous juice; 
The Mangrove,^ and the gigantic Bombax,^ rearing 
Its aspiring head to woo the clouds, and embrace 
The first dew-drop as it falls. Yon monster, spreading 
Its mighty anns and shading its fellows, has space 
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Enough in its wither*d trunk to fonn a dwelling 
»For an anchorite ; the tender leaves are meet food; 
And the ripe fruit supplies a texture rivalling 
Eider down in softness, a texture which the rude 
Industrious artisan may manufacture 
Into a seemly garment, or appropriate 
To many uses. The oily seeds make a pure 
Emulsion, and the hark an anti-vulnerate. 

XV. 

Each tree, each shruh, each slender twig, each heauteous 
Bud, each humble plant, each creeping root, here spreading 
Luxuriantly, and gushing spontaneous 
From the soil, hath its use and purpose, providing 
Instruction and endless study for reflective 
Minds. But in vain do I endeavour to depict 
The beauties of this fair retreat. Vain do I strive 
To penetrate their myst'ries ; I cease the conflict. 
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Yet I love to wander in these wild solitudes : 
It soothes my restless mind, and imbues it with calm 
Thoughts, such as the turmoil of busy life excludes. 
My whole being dianges as I inhale the bakn ; 
Each odorous breeze, as it gently fans my cheek. 
Seems to rob me of a care, while pleasing fancy. 
Unfettered as the wind, woo's me with smiles to seek 
The realms imagination paints, — and there be free. 

XVII. 

O, I love these solitudes. Here, on some mossy 

■ 

Bank,, beside some rippling current, whose pure bosom 
Reflects the sun's declining rays, I can sit me 
Down and meditate, list to the song birds, gaze on 
The varied scene, contemplate the sky intent. 
Till, tho* I am but a fragment of earth's leaven, 
I feel it not ; the fetters, one by one, are rent; 
Earth quits its hold, my free spirit soars to heaven. 
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Now from the cooling wood our travellers emerge, 
Laden with tokens of its produce. ^Neath their view 
A broad Savannah spreads, o'er which they swiftly urge 
Their steeds ; and loiter not, but eagerly pursue 
Their journey till a high mountain obstructs their speed. 
Then o'er the soft moss, all verdant, covering it, 
And through the clustering underwood they proceed, 
In brief time alighting on its sun-burnt summit. 

XIX. 

And while their wearied mules regain their panting breath, 
They view the fair Savannah they have left behind. 
Fancy gives it the semblance of a monster bath, 
In whose broad bosom a host of giants might find 
Sufficient space to lave their huge limbs, — ^awhile they 
Stand in admiring silence, gazing at the scene ; 
A scene such as the eye dwells on in ecstasy 
Till the enraptured mind iitaagines 'tis a dream. 
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They saw before them an extensive plain, all bound 
With a ridge of rocky mountains in rich foliage [ground 
Hid. — ^'Twas summer ; the time when nature strews the 
With verdure, and clads the earth in dewy herbage ; — 
The time when every hill and every mossy dell 
Is strewn with flowers, and luscious fruits are ripening 
On the trees ; — ^the time when nature seems to revel, 
And from the earth gushes forth a mighty blessing ; — 

XXI. 

The time when we early quit the sleepy couch, and 
With the young mom woo the fragrance of the healthful 
Breeze, gathering, as we saunter, a choice garland 
Of gay blossoms ; — ^the time when the whole air is full 
Of melody with the wild birds' notes, and heaven 
Is lighted with surpassing brilliance ; — ^the time 
When, avowing the general impulse, even 
The hollow, branchless trunk, hurrying to decline, 
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Starts, in silent melancholy from its shrunken 
Bark, a few green leafy twigs ;— -tiie time when thankful 
Hearts more fervent utter forth their praise to heaven 
For all the many hounteous gifts which watcfaftrl 
Providence provides, gUta whose plenty cheers the heart 
Of weary labour, lightens the sorrows of the 
Outcast, who, like to the wither*d trunk, dreads to part 
With life, and loves existence ev*n in misery. 

XXIII. 

In this sequester'd spot, nature exhibited 
A charming scene : the whole extent of plain was one 
Bright waving mass of golden sugar-cane, ^ tinted 
With colours of exceeding beauty ; green, crimson, 
Olive and various dyes, so rarely blended, 
That, while we look, we fancy some resplendent rain- 
Bow, to produce such pleasing tints, has been rifled 
Of its hues. Wandering &om the enchanting plain, 



C-3. XAMAYCA- 65 

XXIV. 

The deep green foliage of the circling hills, and the 
Numerous streamlets gushing from the sides, awake 
Our admiration ; we watch with pleasure the tiny 
Currents wind tortuitous, till they unite, hreak 
Through a chasm in yon mountain's side, and onward 
To fertilize another soil ; leaving us in [speed 

Wonder at the beneficent provision made 
To irrigate and save the land from perishing. 

XXV. 

Our pilgrims watch'd the scene with evident delight ; 
Yet they may no longer tarry ; long distance yet 
Divides them from their home, and dull and dreary night 
Each moment nearer comes with frowning brow to threat 
The heavens with darkness. Away they speed : nature 
Yet has other charms to win their love, one more shrine 
Where they must halt. On they speed. Leon, to insure 
The safety of Melilla, our fair heroine, 

F 
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Careful leads her mule. Thus side by side they journey ; 

And, to lighten the tediousness of travel, 

With animated conversation guile the way. 

Anon a blush, like a heaven begotten spell, 

Suffuses o*er MeHlla s cheeks ; she strives in vain 

To hide the emotion ; the crimson visitor 

Reveals the secret, and tells, a tender strain 

Of passion'd eloquence has lighted on her ear. 

XXVII. 

Yet she looks happy — all look happy ; even the broad 
Features of the negroes are light with joy. Cheerful 
They ride, singing, as they track the intricate road, 
Snatches of old rustic songs ; some, with delightful 
Tenderness, expressing sorrow; some softly tell 
Of love ; others are full of wild melody and 
Quaint expression. Old Jasper leads the way, for well 
The trusty fellow knows each road throughout the land. 
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The scene changes. They are midst a range of lofty 

Mountains ;. not bleak and barren, but thick covered 

With verdant shrubs and.herbs ; fragments of huge rocks 

Be seen, but in the interstices are. rooted [niay 

Trees of giant growth,^ who proudly rear their massive 

Trunks, spread out their sheltering branches, and with their 

« 

Fadeless foliage conceal the barrenness they live 
To mourn, barrenness o'er which e'en the balmy air^ 

XXIX. 

As it rustles through the leaves, sighs in unison 
A melancholy tune. — One hill is gain'd : they get 
No view of the surrounding scene ; mountain piled on 
Mountain hides it. Another they ascend, and yet 
There is no view ; a higher range is still before 
Them. They descend ; through a narrow valley lies their 
Route ; each side the mountains rise precipitous ; o'er 
Their heads a light vapour hangs floating in the air. 
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The sides of some eject a torrent which rushes 
Furious to the vale beneath ; bringing with it 
Fragments of stone, loose earth, and young tender bushes 
Tom relentless from their roots. Like a fierce spirit 
It pours down, darts impetuous across the pass, 
Warning the traveller, death lies within its flood ; 

• 

In whose unerring grasp they perish who trespass 
On a spot where all is sacred to solitude. 

XXXI. 

The scene gathers grandeur at every step. Higher 
And higher the mountains rise, o*ershadowing the 
Vale in melancholy gloom, so deep it inspires 
Our pilgrims with awe ; and silently they journey 
On, with feelings half akin to fear. Oft they start 
As some huge rock projects, with threatening aspect, 
0*er their heads, seeming, to their sight, ready to dart 
From its high bed, and with the trees which grow erect 
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From out its utmost verge, crush the adventurer 
Who treads beneath its canopy. Again their road 
O'er a mountiun leads. A sound like distant thunder 
Greets their ears as they ascend : it seemeth to forebode 
A battle of the elements ; yet they see no 
Evidence of the contest ; all is calm. Above, 
The bright sun darts forth his rays, and the sky doth glow 
With azure light, while not a cloud is seen to move. 

XXXIII. 

One mountain, another, and yet another, still 

They pass. At every step the sound beats in their ears 

With increased force, while curiosity doth fill 

Their minds, give fleetness to their feet, and lull their fears. 

Jasper still leads them on with steady confidence. 

Awhile and he quits the beaten road, for a more 

Intricate path through a wood, deep shaded with dense 

Foliage. The whole air echoes with one mighty roar. 
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As they enter and hurry on with impatient 

Haste,' that makes the path appear to lengthen as they 

Ga, shruhs, fruit-laden, trees, and all the florulent 

Beauties of the forest, that in profusion lay 

Around their path, are pass'd unheeded hy. By one 

Attraction they are led, the deep hollow roaring 

Noise which unceasing verberates in their ears ; none 

See the cause, though in it all their thoughts are merging. 

XXXV. 

On they go, with expectation burning in their 

Breasts. The pathway, winding circuitous around. 

Seeming one moment to bring, another to tear 

Them from the object of their search. Wonder profound 

Hath sealed every tongue. On they go in silence, 

Following Jasper, with increasing haste . Again 

He takes an untrodden path, where shrubs thickly fence 

The ground, making travel a trouble and a pain. 



C.3. XAMAYCA. 71 



XXXVI. 

Anon their toil's rewarded : the wood opens and 
The caose which woke their wonder bursts upon their sight. 
The White River Cascade^ is before them, in grand 
Magnificence displayed. Awhile in soft delight 
They stand ; then send their mules to browse upon the food 
The forest plenteously supplies, while they bid 
Their slaves prepare, beside the margin of the wood. 
The various refreshments of which they were in need. 

XXXVII. 

Quickly their feast is ready, and they sit them down 

Upon the turfy grass^ beneath a canopy 

Of umbrageous trees, whose huge trunks and time-grown 

Branches, with their luxuriant foliage, defy 

The sun's noontide rays to penetrate. The Cascade 

Is before them ; roaring on in ceaseless conflict, 

It, to their enraptured sight, a scene displayed. 

Such as art cannot paint or poesy depict. 
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From the riven crest of a high mountaii], gushes 
Forth the furious torrent ; at first no wider 
Than a simple rivulet^ yet down it rushes 
In a crescent form, spreading broader and broader 
As it goes till, o*er a flight of huge stalactite 
Steps, each o'er the other ranged, the fierce element 
Precipitates with grand yet maddening delight, 
Foaming and roaring on with fury never spent 

XXXIX. 

Down it comes from a triple hundred feet, tearing, 
With resistless violence, from their native ground 
Young tender trees and fragments of huge stone, making 
The woods, the air, the rocks reecho, till the sound 
Rivals the artillery of heaven. On it speeds 
Till in a broad pellucid basin it exhausts, 
And then meanders on, 'tween crags and verdant meads, 
Till in the deep unfathomed ocean it is lost. 
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Far around, and on the banks from crown to base, grow 
Fruitful plants and stately trees, by nature cultured. 
High they raise their bulky trunks, casting a shadow 
Over all, so deep that he who is not inured 
To view such scenes cannot fail to fear the gloom. The 
Terror of the scene is heightened, its grandeur 
Increas'd, by the wind rushing fierce thro' ev'ry tree. 
In boisterous unison with the mighty roar 

XLI. 

Of the dread Cataract; while the beauty of the 
Whole is crowned by the umbn^eous foliage, 
Richly variegated and tinted with lovely 
Hues ; the flight of birds, clad in the rarest plumage. 
Incessant skimming o'er the trees or perch'd upon 
The branches, warbling their tender melodies ; the 
Serene lustre of the azure sky, and the sun 
Shining above nil with triumphant dignity, 
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Illuminating the torrent with his lustre, 

Until heneath his heams the foaming sparkling spray, 

Dashing impetuous from rock to rock, glitters 

Like countless brilliants. — O, we could lingering stay 

Gazing from morn till gloomy night shut the vision 

From our eyes I Where'er our sight rests, new charms 

All is beautiful, beyond imagination [eii^pand ; 

Beautiful, that, while we look, we wonder more and 



XLIII. 



More at nature's triumphs over art. Our pilgrims 
Were stationed on the banks of the broad basin 
Into which the fell Cataract descends. At times 
The wind caught the foaming spray, and drifted it on 
Them in misty particles. Their feast was ended; 
The blacks were busy, some collecting the fragments. 
Others were searching the forest for the strayed 
Mules, and shouting till it echo'd their wild accents. 
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The fair Melilla was couched on a carpet 

Seat 'neath a wide-spread tree ; her large dark eyes, shining 

With unwonted hrilliance, were intently set 

Upon the Cataract, and seem'd in their gazing 

To drink each moment new lustre from the scene ; while 

The ruddy glow, which health and plenteous exercise 

Imparts to youth, rested on her cheeks, and a smile 

Of surpassing loveliness played round her eyes. 

XLV. 

Her attendant maidens stood heside her, waiting 

Id patient attitude. One dark yet good tempered 

Featured girl, with an accomplish'd hand, was playing 

A soft melody on a dulcet lute, scarce heard 

Amid the roaring of the furious Cascade. 

Beside Melilla Leon sat ; his looks on her 

Were fix'd intent, as if he fear*d her charms would vade 

From his sight, and leave him their mourning prisoner. 
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Passionately he gazed, with the fond look lovers 

Like to take, when the heloved is unconscious 

Of the gaze ; the look which seems to stamp the features 

On the memory, and imprint the beauteous 

Form of the fair Idol indelibly on the 

Heart ; that glance whose stealthiness aids the eyes to read 

The soft emotions which the tongue's temerity, 

Sooner than reveal, would let the heart for ever bleed. 

XL VII. 

Voltem, their companion, was rambling beside 

The Cascade. He had gain'd the summit, and e*en now 

Was standing where the furious waters divide 

The rock, and rush tempest'ous o'er its rugged brow. 

Intently he was looking on the scene. He loved 

Wild nature, loved to behold her in her roughest 

Form, loved to gaze upon her beauties. He had roved 

From clime to clime : in each and all he had imprest 
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His memory with the remembrance of many 

A lovely scene. The one he gaz'd at now awoke 

The tender feeling of delight : reluctantly 

He quitted it ; its beauty, spell Uke, seem'd to yoke 

Him to the spot ; with tardy footsteps he obeyed 

The summons to resume his journey ; 0% I ween, 

He heaved a sigh, as ever and anon he stayed 

To take a parting look at the romantic scene. 

XLIX. 

Once more our Pilgrims are on their road. On they go, 
Fleet as their mules can speed. The shade of dewy night 
Was o'er them cast when they reach'd the Fort of Rio 
Nuevo. Jasper gives the signal, and they all alight. 
As they enter, they're greeted by Melilla's sire : 

Fondly he presses his loved daughter to his breast. 
But bends on Leon and Voltern a look of ire, 
Which, whispering, she sooths. — We leave them to their 
rest. 
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CANTO IV. 



TY THAT moi^ ennobling sight hu earth to show than 
Attachment of a fond parent and a lonng [the 
Child P attachnient unmii'd wi^ the impuritj 
Of selfish passion ; a heavenly light, shining 
With soften'd lustre, and fed by the tenderest ties 
Which bind humanity ; unlike the fluctuant 
Lamp of sensual love, which glows awhile, and dies 
Consumed by its own ardent yet inconstant 
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Heat. Such love, the all-selfish prurient oflfspriDg* 
Of passion, soon satiates the heart ; while 'tis sweety 
Aye sweet, to behold a parentis breast expanding 
With chastened love, that is unconscious of deceit ; 
Sweet to look upon the child, and see filifd 
Duty and filial love linkM in heavenly 
Union : love so pure, so holy, lives through all 
The vicissitudes of earth, and e'en survives the 

III. 

Grave; it is the legacy of a purer world, 

A memento of Paradisal happiness ; 

A bright, a loving spirit, which, when sin unfurPd 

Its hateful banner, and misery and wretchedness 

Began to reign triumphant o'er the fallen race, 

Stay'd, pitying, behind, to cheer dejected man. 

To sooth his toil, till the hour comes he must embrace 

The enduring state of which life is but a span. 
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Mom came, in golden splendour clad, and brought the stilU 
The silent hour of bewitching calm ; the hour that 
Intervenes :between the subsidence of the chill 
Night air and the waking of the ocean breeze. At 
That hour Melilla and her sire, in statual 
Attitude, were standing on the ramparts of the 
Old fortress ; her right arm rested on his ample 
Breast, while with her left she was gracefulljr 

Parting from her fair brow the raven locks which hung 
In clusters on her neck. She wore a robe of white ; 
Careless o'er it a crimson scarf was loosely flung, 
Whose rich folds hid not the symmetry of her light 
Sylphic form* Beauteous she look'd; each fair feature 
Possess'd a charm softly moulded with delightful 
Perfectness, sp lovely you fancied, when nature 
FormM them, she struggled which to make most beautiful. 
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Her complexion, unlike the daughters of her race, 

Was fdr and clear ; so clear, the rich hlue veins were seen 

Beneath, penciled in faint lines upon her face : 

A ruddy hloom, rivaling the bright hue we deem 

So beautiful in the budding rose, shone upon 

Her cheeks. Her eyes were dark and lustrous ; fromev'ry 

Glance love softly beam*d ; lovingly, even now, on 

Her sire they rested, yet fear and hope were sweetly 

VII. 

Blended in that long, that tindd and yet earnest 
Gaze. Her very soul seem'd darting from her eyes. You 
Had no other thought than that her sire possess'd 
The mystic thread of her young hopes, whose doom, with due 
Meekness, she patient waited for his lips to seal. 
Still and erect he stood. He spoke not, looked not on 
Her ; his eyes glanced far off, as if he sought to steal 
Into futurity, or pierce the horizon. 
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And unfold the scenes b^ofid. Nought was there within 

The limit of his sight, nought that he could see 

But the azure of a cloudless sky, the glowing 

Lustre of a morning sun, and the deep hlue sea 

Which glittered beneath it, its broad pellucid 

Bosom displaying not a ripple — ^yet still he 

Gazed ; his look was the vacant look of thought, placid 

Yet stem ; stem from his very thought's intensity. 

IX. 

De Sasi^ was a child of war, a son of strife. 

All his youth's young years had pass'd beneath the banner 

Of contention, the meridian of his life 

Had faded, and autumn days found him a soldier 

Still. Toil had sear'd his cheeks, his manly grace was gone. 

He was a veteran now ; one whose energy 

Time had touch'd not when it bleach'd his locks. Command 

Upon his brow, and in his mien nobility. [shone 
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His features were furrowed by the plough of time» 
Severe in aspect, yet resembling his daughter's ; 
Though cast in a rougher mould, and by tropic clime 
And tropic sun imbrown'd. Fondly he loved her, 
His orphan child, treasured offspring of his early 
Love ; the only one death had not robb'd him of; she 
Was the guiding star of his declining years, the 
Last tie which link'd his soul to earth, the only 

XI. 

Hope he had in life, the only being for whom he 

Hoped to live. He watch'd her dawning years ; saw the 

Of infancy yield to youth, youth's tender beauty [springs 

Ripen into womanhood. Day by day, as clings 

The ivy round an aged tree, so, day by day, 

She closer grew about his heart : to him 

She was love's spirit, shedding o'er his life a ray 

Of light, whose lustre death might sadden, never dim« 
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Why turns he now from her to gaze on vacancy ? 
Why wears his hrow that steadfast, oontemplatiye look ? 
Why does she g^e on him, and with emotion sigh, 
Until the crystal tears o erflow their native hrook. 
And gush incessant down her cheeks ? 'Twas the moment. 
The anxious moment, when she had related to 
Him, how, in crossing a river swoln by recent 
Rains, her mule sank in a hidden quicksand and threw 

XIII. 

Her in his struggles headlong in the flood — ^how she 
Was borne upon the torrent, had sunk beneath it. 
Risen, and was saved by Leon, who fearlessly 
Risk'd his life to rescue hers. Nor did she omit 
To tell the mutual love that grew from that mischance : 
With faltering accents she reveal'd their passion ; 
With a faltering accent, and a countenance 
Now crimson, now ashen white, she sought his sanction 
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To their love. He listened to her, attentive 
Listened to her ; he answered not, but mute 
And motionless he stood, and heard her narrative. 
Not a feature in his calm, yet stem, resolute 
Countenance betrayed a symptom of emotion ; yet 
He felt, and deeply felt ; yet he thought, and deeply 
Thought : but what his thoughts and what his feelings were 
A parent's breast conceive, a parent's breast descry, [let 

XV. 

Awhile he pondered ; then slowly turned to 
Her, and wiped the dew-drops from her eyes, pressed a kiss 
Upon her velvet cheeks, and, in a voice subdued 
And melancholy, spake to her thus : '* My child, this 
^^ Moment is an anxious one for me. Fve heard thee : 
*^ And now scarciB can find sufficient thanks to offer 
'^ Heaven for its aid ; my heart is with its mercy 
" Overwhelmed. Nor for its ready minister. 
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'* The brave youth, can I find sufficient gratitude. 
'' Yet while my breast softens with these feelings, reproof 
'' Must not be seal'd within my lips. Deeply imbued 
'^ I am with the debt we owe this youth, and enough 
" I can never do to shew my thanks ; I feel this, 
" Yet I must reprove thee, Melilla : you have been 
** Too hasty in your love, too thoughtless, too heedless 
*^ Of my happiness. I like the youth, like his mien, 

XVII. 

*^ I like his aspect ; I like the honest frankness 
** With which he revealed his history, and avowed 
'* His love for thee. Were he of our race, I'd bless 
^* Heaven that sent me such a son ; but from that proud 
*^ Island, Albion, he comes ; and her progeny 
^' Are our enemies. This very hour they contest 
*^ Us for these Isles. Let them come, they shall find in me 
** A stubborn foe, one who will die ere they shall wrest 
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'^ These£Edr possessions from our hands. This youth, Leon, 

'^ Is an exile, a royalist, driven by the 

'' Usurping miscreant, the blood-stain'd Cromwell, from 

*' His home. As such he is the less mine enemy ; 

*< And since Heaven has will'd that you should meet, since 

Heaven 
'' Has will'd that you should love, I neither give nor yet 
" Refuse my sanction : I withhold it, and leaven 
<^ With it a condition I will not alter : Let 

XIX. 

*' Twelve months roll away ; and if I find him all my 
'* Fancy and thy fond heart paints him, — ^if I find time 
<< Doth not diminish his ardour, or subdue thy 
<< Love, I then will give you my consent ; he may meantime 
'* Remain our guest." He ceased to speak, and the echo 
^f every word sunk like a weight upon her ears. 
She struggled to reply ; in vain, she could but throw 
Her arms around his neck, and sob her thanks in tears. 
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As the eagle skims the air, so fled the time* Day 
Succeeded day, hringing happiness and love. Light 
Hearted mirth reign'd throughout the fort in every 
Breast hut Voltem's. His sad spirit felt no delight 
In their amusements. He stayed with them awhile ; 
But soon grew wearied; love had no fetters in that 
Fort for him. He, roaming, went to explore the isle, 
And woo his mistress, Nature. No shrine of hers at 

XXI. 

Which he did not pay his homage ; rivers, mountains, 
Dells, and forests : all he visited. Successive 
Scenes inviting led him on, rewarding all his pains 
With their wild heauty. Month after month his pensive 
Pi^rimage he pursued, with no companion 
But his own thoughts. Sometimes the home of wealth 

and rank 
Received him, sometimes the humhle habitation 
Of the poor ; yet, so generous were they, scarce a thank ' 
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Would either for his hospitality accept. 
Weariedy he returned to the fort one summer 
Even. As he approach'd» sounds of merriment swept 
Joyfiil through the air. He stayed to listen. Jasper, 
Perceiving him, came forth, his black features glowing 
With unsuppressed delight. He told him Amoldo 
Held a festival within ; that, on the coming 
Morrow, his fair child Melilla he would bestow 

XXIII. 

On Leon. " Come,** he said, " and share their mirth. Not 

'^ A day passes they do not ask for you, wondering 
What keeps you so long absent." '^ I will not, cannot 
Join them now ; I am fatigued with travel. Bring 
Me to a quiet place, where I can rest a time. 
My presence would but doud their joy* Conduct me in. 

^' I will not shade their brows with thoughts which sadden 
mine; 

^' But when the feast is o*er, see Amoldo. Tell hiin« 
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^' Ere he retires to rest I must have conference 

^' With him ; I have much to say to him, which he must 

** Hean" He led him through the strong well-guarded 

entrance 
Gate, across a court yard, to a postern. The rust, 
The collected rust of years creak'd on the hinges 
As the door flew back. From thence on, through a narrow 
Passage, to the soldier's mess-room. Choking stenches 
Of Tobacco fumes half obscured the inmates. Row 

XXV. 

On row of pistols, muskets, pikes, and sabres hung 
Against the walls. A group of wrangling disputants 
Were seated in a comer, gabbling a jargon 
Unintelligible. An urchin combatant 
Had drawn a ramrod from a gun, and with pigmy 
Rage was fencing a shadow ; an occupation 
Too ofib imitated, too frequent practised by 
Children of riper age. Near him a youQg son 
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Of Mars, another growing hero, with a sword 
He could scarcely wield, was making a vigorous 
Onslaught on a Calabash, hacking the huge gourd 
As earnestly as if, with his adventurous 
Hand, he was bent on carving a passage through the 
World to his own liking. Thro' all the smoke and din, 
Some stalwart fellows half accoutred were idly 
Stretched along the benches asleep, yet practising 

xxvii. 

With wondrous dissonance a snoring concert. 
Jasper and Voltem hurried from the room, glad to 
Breathe a purer air. They came to another court. 
Spacious, and looking o'er the sea. There Amoldo 
Held his feast, beneath a tasteful silken awning. 
A throng of guests were seated at the board, fieside 
Leon Melilla sat, beauteous as the dawning 
Light, which, darting thro' the gloom, tints the heav'na 
with pride. 
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Old Amoldo was in a joyous mood, jesting 
Pedro, a gay young Cavalier, on the dulness 
Of his face contrasted with his gaudy clothing. 
A kinsman of Amoldo's, he sought to possess 
His £edr daughter's hand ; but his suit was rejected. 
His ardour had cool'd, but her beauty now brought back 
The memory of his passion. He reflected 
On his refusal, and in envy bent his black 

XSlXs 

Brows on Leon, with a look the tiger wears when 
Plundered of his prey. This Leon heeded not. 
But chatted cheerfully, bearing an easy mien 
And collected brow. He knew how it galls a hot 
And fiery temper to let it feed on its own 
Frenzy, The festive board was spread with the richest 
Fruits, the rarest wines, the costliest wares, which home 
Or foreign climes could furnish. Near Amoldo, drest 
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In a quaint costume, were stationed a group of black 
Minstrels ; their melodies succeeded by jugglers, 
Whose antics enlivened the sjrmposiac. 
Voltem paused, to look upon the merrymakers ; 
Staying but a moment, he foUow'd Jasper, who 
Lied him to a chamber. Here a slight refection 
He partook : and, wearied with long travel, threw 
Himself upon a couch and slumbered. How long 

XXXI. 

He slept he knew not ; it was night when he awoke* 
He bent his footsteps to the ramparts. Lovely, most 
Lovely, was the scene he saw. It seem*d to invoke 
The mind to meditate, to think, 'till it be lost 
In its own musings. The moon was up, and shining 
In the heavens with transcendent lustre, which cast 
Even the bright stars into the shade. Glittering 
*Neath its beams, the sea look'd like a tablet of glass^ 
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Smooth, bright, placid, ripless, motionless. The bahny 
Air was lalFd into a witching calm, resembling 
The gentle breathings of a sleeping infant. The 
Sky had not a cloud; scintillations of lightning 
Flickered in the horizon ; each darting light 

Seeming like the lingering spirit of departed 
Day, yielding a reluctant reign to gloomy night, 
Or like the hopeless light that flits around the head 

XXXIII. 

Of dying mortals, deceiving the eyes of love. 
It flashes awhile, dies, darts into life anew; 
Glistens a brief moment, and floats, unseen, above, 
To mingle with the spiritual retinue 
Of a purer state ; leaving tlie pale suffering 
Corse, a cold mass of helpless clay. Oh, I have fed 
My vision with these fitful gleams till my droopii^ 
Eyelids could no longer ope,' my wearied head 

H 



9a XAMAYCA* C. 4. 



XXXIY. 

Has sunk upon .my breast, my limbs have totteriedy till 

At last o'ertaxed nature cast me unconscious on 

The ground ; and I have slept, slept, till the deadly chill 

Night dews through my scant raiment pierced to ev'ry bone ; 

And I've awoke, stiff, cold, and wretched, my young fhune 

As helpless as if old age had crept upon it. 

Still night after night I watch'd. I loved to dream 

With my waking senses, when thoughton thought would flit 

XXXV. 

Before my sights become imbodied in intense 
Reality, again melt into nought, and leave 
My mind feebly struggling to emerge from a dense 
Web of its own fantasies. Some such web doth weave 
Its meshes round Voltem even now. See, he stands 
His gray locks cast from his brow, on which the moon's rays 
Fall and show its pallor ; his eyes are fix'd ; bis hands 
Folded on his breast ; he speaks — ^list to what he says. 
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*< Years I have wandered, from the green age of youth, 

" In the dark mazes of this ever chan^g world, 

'^ A weary pilgrim ; unknown, unpitied, ay sooth 

** As little cared for as the worm that 'neath me curFd. 

** Where'er I went the chilling hand of cold neglect 

^* Fell on me* crushing my hopes 'neath its deadly weight, 

*' Freezing my heart, making me feel a thing abject, 

'^ A wretch alike accursed by man, accursed by fate. 



XXXVII. 

** I have been to the far climes, ^here the scorching sun 
** Shines hottest, pouring down pestilential rays, 
'* Making the blood feel like liquid fire. I was one 
" Laid prostrate beneath it. I never thought to raise 
'* My head again from that sick couch, whose sufferings 
'* Were hell : the very leech shrank from me and could give 
** No medidne to heal. I felt as if the stings 
*^ Of countless vipers pierced me, — yet, and yet I live. 
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XXXYIII. 

" I have been to the chill clhne^, where helpless man creeps 
" Into his lone hut, and lies immur'd in cheerless 
" Solitude, waiting for summer : 'till then he sleeps 
'^ Or dreams the time away. In that land of coldness, 
" I have seen the mountains clad in snowy whiteness t 
*' The flowing streams arrested in their mad career; 
" The sun, the moon, the stars, dimm'd, shorn of their 

brightness ; 
*' Herbs dried ; all nature clad in garments dark and drear, 

XXXIX. 

'* I have been where the monster hills emitted flames« 
*' With a horrid roar, as if hell was being enlarged ; 
'' Pouring hot stones and burning lava o*er the plains ; 
*' Sending up black clouds to heaven, with fire surcharged ; 
*^ Searing the earth* which bloom'd so beautiful and green. 
*^ All creatures fled. I alone linger'd on the ground ; 
" My heart oppress'd with dread at the appalling scene ; 
" While heated embers wiog'd with death fell fast around. 
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XL. 

<< To meet severe humiliations I was spared. 
'* Care soon humbled, soon, subdued my once proud heart ; 
" Soon bent to meekness my spirit that never cared 
*' For man* Ambition clung to me awhile. All art 
" I tried to feed the passion, give my mind relief, 
" To loose the all obscuring veil from off my name, 
** To free my heart o*ergrown with bitter weeds of grief, 
" And light my orphan brows with one bright spark of fame. 

XLI. 

" All, all in vain : as soon might I have hoped to sway 
" The storm, the lightning's flashes or the thunder s roar ; 
" Seize on the moon's pale beams or on the sun's bright 

ray; 
'' Stop the clear flowing rivers, as they rapid pour 
^* Their liquid torrents o'er the earth ; or be hurl'd 
'* O'er rugged rocks unhurt, the crashing icebergs dare. 
*' All this as soon were done as waken in the world 
" The flame whose inward tortures ate my heart with care. 
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XLIt. 

^* I have 8teepM my senses in oblivious wine, 
'^ Drained up the cup, quafTd o*er and o*er again ; 
Avowing, like a fool, *twas matchless, 'twas divine : 
I forgot the world's unkindness, and my pain. 
^* I awoke, and found myself an alter'd being ; 
" Fresh grief was on my heart, on my mind new dearth : 
" I felt degraded, humbled in mine own esteem, 
'^ LevePd with the very beasts which gnue the earth. 

XLin. 

'^ I dash'd from me, with a curse, the treacherous cup, 

*' Its atoms glittering like gems of priceless worth. 

*' Ne'er again shall its poison sap my reason up, 

'* Ne'er more shall make me feel so like a thing of earth. 

'' Youth, age, let me disclose what misery doth lie 

" In wait for yon beneath its bright and sparkling wave. 

^' From its delusive influence I bid you fly, 

** Crush in its birth that thirst which ever seems to crave. 
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XL17. 



^^ Wine doth inflame the passions and create desire ; 
" Wine arrays green youth in the resemblance of age ; 
'* Wine corrupts the blood with an unnatural fire ; 
^> Wine is the source of grief, despair, and mad'ning rage ; 
'^ Wine fills the mind with envy ; 'tis the Devil's bait, 
" Laid to distress God^s creatures, fill the world with strife ; 
^* To end the drunkard's misery, deaih lies in wait, 
'' With his early grave wide gaping — ^flee for thy life I 

XLV. 

*' Methinks o*er my devoted head there hangs a doom, 
'' A horrid doom to expiate on earth the crimes 
" Of my ancestors ; though from me is hid in gloom 
^< What dishonour, what fatal deed it is that grimes 
'^ Their name, and makes me feel the wretched worm I am. 
" God I if such be thy decree, let thy wrath descend, 
'^ Pour on my helpless head all the misery you can ; 
'' With me, last of my race, the punishment will end. 
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^lis fltrange, in this green isle my qpirit is mimed 
WiUi a sweet calmness I have never felt before ; 
My blood nms more freely ; my mind seems endued 
With yoothfbl vigour ; and the skin which wrinkled o*er 
My feverish brow, seems expanding with delight : 
** These weak attenuated arms seem to regain 
'' Their boyish plumpness ; My dimm'd and we&k&kd sight 
'' Seems.last recovering its fire and strength again. 

XL VII. 

** There must be ma^ in the clime which can do this. 
" I could fency it the faded Paradise of earth, 
'^ The iavour'd land where Adam tasted earthly bliss» 
'* And beauteous heavenly Eve have had her birth. 
*' The loveliness of the scenery is enough [streams ; 

*' To raise the thought. Rich fertile vales, and liiiq>id 
" Herbs blooming with undying verdure ; e'en the rough 
" Rocks are clad in raiment of perennial green." 
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XL VIII. 

He ceas'd. The soft music of a lute stole o'er the 
Sleeping air, and stay'd his musings. It was Leon, 
Waking his love, Melilla, with a melody. 
He stood heneath her chamher, on which the hright moon 
Shone and caught the fair one, in negligent attire, 
Listening to his song. 'Tis ended, yet again 
He touches with a master's hand each dulcet wire. 
And sings with melodious voice his tender strain. 

XLIX. 

My love, my love is like the Sun 

In his matchless glory shining. 

Sweet as the nectar which the bee 

Sucks from where the woodbine's twining. 

Her brows like the rainbow arches 
O'er her eyes, where love reposes ; 
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Her cheeks are tinted with a bloom 
Like the blush of op'ning roses ; 

Her teeth are like two rows of pearls ; 
Coral red her lips resembling ; 
Her glossy hair of jet-like hue, 
On her neck in ringlets trembling ; 

Her voice is like the nightingale's, 
Through the woods at even sounding ; 
Her form as graceful and as light 
As a fawn's o*er heather bounding. 

But she has a richer treasure, 
I more than all her beauty prize : 
Enshrined within her snowy breast, 
The spotless germs of virtue lies. 
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L. 

Again he ceas'd, and the night air seem'd to prolong 
The echo, till he charm'd it with another song. 

u. 

I gaz'd upon thy face : 
*Twas lovely and serene ; 
No sorrow could I trace. 
No mark of care was seen* 

'Twas pensive, yet henign ; 
'Twas thoughtful, yet so fair ; 
And on thy hrow no sign • 
Of wayward passion there. 

I gazed on thee again : 
The rule of thought was done ; 
And in its place the reign 
Of merriment hegun. 
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Each feature beaming bright, 
Lit by a joyoas smile, 
Bom of pure delight, 
And dying without guile. 

I knew not which most moved 



My heart with love for thee ; 
Thy calm, thy merry mood, 
•Had equal charms for me. 



LII. 



A white slender hand was seen slowly opening 

Melilla's casement. A moment pass'd away and 

She herself appear'd, like a young moon emerging 

From a cloud, or a lovely queen of fairy land. 

Her long tresses hanging on her neck half conceal'd 

Her budding beauties. She held a nosegay, which she 

Graceful cast to Leon, and doing so reveaVd 

An arm which never could be match*d for symmetry. 
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LIII. 

Quickly 'twas withdrawn, and the fair owner hidden 
From his view. Had the darkness brighten'd into 
Cheering light, a blush might have been seen to redden 
On her brows and sparkle in her eyes. Yet, altho* 
Her face was seen no more, her voice was heard singing 
Soft tender tones, such as nought on earth can echo. 
Except the breast of some fair creature, half being, 
Half angel, like her, most too beautiful to woo. 

LIV. 

Melilla's Song. . 

If sorrow o'er my brow should creep,, 

Or in my heart should steal, 
I'll wake the gentle God of love. 

And he my grief shall heal. 

In moments when upon my brow 
Thought holds a gloomy sway. 
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Ill wake the gentle God of love. 
To cbase the clouds away. 

If in my breast the dreary pain 

Of vacancy should thrill, 
111 wake the gentle God of love. 

And he the void shall fill. 

And when my cares are sooth*d away, 

All merged in joy's excess, 
III wake the gentle God of love, 

To share my happiness. 



LV. 

Leon drank each word of this soft lay as if 'twere 
Nectar ; the melodious air sank deep into 
His heart. As the last tone died his manly voice 
Awoke, and sang his love a joyous fond adieu. 
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Good night, my love, good night ! 

The late hour bids me flee ; 

I go, my love, I go, 

I go to dream of thee. 

Good night, good night, 

Good night, my love, good night ! 



Good night, my love, good night I 

Soft slumber steal o'er thee ; 

And if, my love, you dream, 

O, be that dream of me. 

Good night; good night, 

Good night, iny love, good night I 



Good night, my love, good night I 
May hope's inspiring heat 
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Keep warm within my love 

Till next, till next we meet. 

Good night, good night, 

Good night, my love, good ni^ht I 

Good night, my love, good night ! 

I invoke from ahove 

The angel forms of light> 

To watch, to guard my love. 

Good night, good night, 

Good night, my love, good night I 

Good night, my love, good night ! 

The late hour hids me flee ; 

I go, my love, I go, 

I go to dream of thee. 

Good night, good night. 

Good night, my love, good night I 
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LYU. 

The song was o*er, the music died, and next moment 
De Sasi and Voltem were in earnest converse ; 
As first they greeted, o er each manly lineament 
Of Amoldo's hccy a happy smile did traverse ; 
It quickly faded at the words which Voltem spake. 
His look grew fierce and stem, he clntch'd his sword, 

dench'd tight 
His hands, and hurried strides he to and fro did take. 
Well briefly tell what raised his passion to this height. 

Lvm. 

Thus happen'd it, Voltem had gain'd intelligence. 
In his rambles, that Cromwell's Greneral, the brave. 
The ill requited D'Oyley," he whose recompense 
Was paid in cold neglect by the usurping knave. 
Who, jealous of his deeds, thought it reward enough 
For years of honour'd servitude — ^was actively 
CoDecting his forces^ which in many a tough 
Engagement had home off the flag of victory — 
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ux. 

With avow'd intent of crushing the last remnant 

Of Spanish power, which he Christopher de Sasi 

Still retained at Rio Nuevo. The valiant 

Old man received the news with looks of fory ; 

Fire darted from his eyes ; in each clenched hand he seem'd 

To grasp an enemy, whom with one fatal hlow 

He vanquished ; at each rapid step he took, he debm'd 

He trod on the bleeding neck of a dying foe. 

LX. 

Voltem beheld this sudden burst of passionate 
Energy, and looking wonder'd at it in so 
Old a man. His hasty strides, the fierce look of hate 
That blacken'd on his brow, his proud mien made him mo 
Like to some fiendish spirit than ought else. When he 
Halted, and spake to Voltem, his high commanding 
Aspect, his savage tone of voice, the dignity 
Of his utterance, made him start as if the sting 
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Of a 'venQjn'd reptile had pierced his flesh : <^ You said 
'< Three days, you deem'd, would yet elapse ere this D 'Oyley 
^^ And his bloodhounds could be here. Be it so, my bed 
" I quit with morrow's sunrise, and hie to Monte 
'* Diablo, the retreat of the black Bucanier, 
'* Juan Bolus.^ I hate him, yet the swarthy brute, 
'* Like me, hates these Britons, and in this his career 
" Runs smooth with mine. The power he hath gain'd will suit 

LXII. 

*' My purpose, he must be mine; he shall be bribed to 
** Arouse the native hordes o'er whom such wondrous 
'< Influence he holds. Then, fierce D 'Oyley, thou shalt rue 
*' Thy onslaught, not one man of thy adventurous 
^' Band shall 'scape to tell our bloody deeds, or mourn the 
*' Prowess of our blended arms — my daughter — ah, that 
*< Word reverberates a chord which now had better be 
'* Unstrung. My daughter, she too must submit to fate, 
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UUII. 

'' As 1 submit to mine. Twould unman me, Voltem, 

« Were I to see her. But do thou see her when I 

'' Amgone,andtellherhow8peed8thecurrentof these stem 

<' Events. Tell her, I will it not ; but destiny 

*' Compels me to delay her nuptials until heaven 

" Ends this contest. Console her, tell her, Joy is brief; 

'^ Often times we deem we hold the cup of bliss, when 

'^ 'Tis nought but a deceptive chalice, filled with grief." 
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CANTO V. 



^^LOUD on cloud is gatfaeriug, with terrific 

Graodeur, o'er the gloomj head of Mont Diahlo,^ 
See the masses spread ; volume o'er volume in quick 
Succession rolls, and round the dismal waste doth flow, 
Till half the mountain is in vapour hid. The hirds, 
With natural instinct of the coming storm, flit 
Wildly to and fro, seeking a shelter ; while herds 
Of rats, nestling in the moss which clads the summit 
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Of the dreary eminence, run shrieking to their 
Holes. A furious blast rushes from its unseen 
Home and sweeps the earth ; the young trees totter, the air 
Is filled with leaves, and fruitful branches are rent keen 
From their sturdy trunks. A moment and the clouds are 
Seen to clear from Diablo*s crest, sink, and slowly 
Spread their black mantle o'er the vale below, till far 
Beneath our feet we behold the dense canopy. 

III. 

Suddenly the storm begins to rage. A vivid 
Flash of lightning darts from the smoke-like clouds, and 
Sportively about the ridges of the humid [plays 

Mass, with magnificence that charms and yet dismays. 
Quick follows a fearful roar of thunder ; the ground 
Beneath us trembles, hill after hill enfolds the 
Crash, and echo faintly multiplies the sound 
Until it dies away in distance. The mighty 
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Power is awakened ; crash succeeds crash in quick 
Succession ; fost the forked lightning flashes, and 
Illuminates the clouds, until they seem a thick 
Mass of glowing light. The rain bursts the fleecy band, 
And pours in torrents, deluging the thirsty earth ; 
Whose heated bosom sucks the grateful nourishment. 
And pajrs it back in dew. The scene changes ; theswarth 
Clouds, lighten'd and disarm'd of their armipot^at 

V. 

Rage, presently are seen slowly rising in the 
Air, until again like a thin veil they rest on 
Diablo's brow. The lightning ceases, the stormy 
Wind is luU'd, the thunder hush'd, the brilliant sun 
Shines with renewed lustre, the birds shake their plumage 
And carol joyfully, the grateful earth assumes 
A fresher garb, the breeze kisses the moist herbage. 
And in the embrace becomes impregn'd with perfumes. 
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VI. 

Whose delicious odours it softly breathes on our 
Delighted sense ; all nature seems to rouse as from 
A dream, and steal our love with charms, charms 'yond 

the power 
Of thought to picture. From the first faint shade of gloom, 
To the last which fades in sunshine, the scene is grand 
And beautiful. He who hath not seen it cannot 
Waken a conception of its grandeur. Here stand 
We on the summit of a mount ; a dreary spot, 

VII. 

Wild, cheerless, desolate. Above us, we behold 

The soft blue canopy of Heaven, radiant 

With beauty ; while, beneath our feet, rages uncontroFd 

A mighty tempest : element with element 

Contests ; and, as we watch the conflict, through each vein, 

We feel our warm blood thrill with pleasure and with fear ; 

We wonder ; and while we wonder, the clouds again 

Roll back, and resume their abode upon the drear 
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Pinnacle. The storm ceases ; but, as it dies^ it 
Stamps an impress on our memory time^ care, toil, 
Or misery never can eflEace. On the summit 
A traveller now halts, to contemplate the turmoil. 
He is a man of gigantic stature, a black ; 
No ebony darker than his skin. His hardy. 
Bulky, well shaped frame is of that sinewy make 
Which fabled lore attributes to Hercules. He 



IX. 

Is habited in a' cotton tunic, belted 
Round his waist by a broad leather band, in which are 
Thrust a brace of pistols ; a grass hat shades his head ; 
A 'kerchief round his neck floats loosely in the air; 
Boots of undy*d neat-skin are drawn above his knees. 
Covering his trews, which are cotton like his tunic ; 
A cutlass completes his costume. Mayhap the breeze 
Of nearly forty summers may have spread their quick 
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Pennons o'er his head. His aspect is repulsive ; 
His woolly heard unshorn ; the flashes of his dark 
Eyes, competing with the lightning*s lustre, doth give 
A terror to his mien, that might arouse a spark 
Of fear even in the hreast of courage. Although 
A hlack, yet do we see that ahout him which tells 
He is no common man ; he looks less like a Negro 
Than a demon, husied plotting hellish spells. 

XI. 

No common man is he. Let the Mosquita shore, 
Let rifled Cuha, St. Domingo, Montserrat, 
Atow the daring deeds his hands have done. Nay more 
Let the Carrihean Sea give, to celehrate 
His fame, the sunken harks which rot heneath its waves ; 
Let it yield hack the human bones which lie bleaching 
On its rocky bed ; then give them tongues, let the caves 
Of the Blue Mountains^ disclose their hid treasures, 
bring 
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XII. 

From the cayern at River Head*^ the wealth therein 
Secreted, and it will tell, Juan Bolus, the > 
Black bucanier, though steep'd o*er head in sin. 
Is yet no common man. What love can such as he 
Then have for nature ? none. Yet looks he delighted 
At the storm ; and why ? his life hath been a tempest ; 
Contention is existence to him, strife his bread ; 
He loves it dearer than the drowsy head loves rest ; 

XIII. 

It charms him e'en to see it in the elements. 

And thus he stands and watches the storm, till the rain 

Ceases and the clouds recoil ; then, as if he repents 

The time he wastes, rapidly for a mile or twain 

He descends obliquely down the steep mountain side. 

Anon he comes to a wild spot, where dwarf trees and 

Brushwood cross his pathway; he dashes them aside. 

And a chasm yawns beneath his feet. With a firm hand 
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XIV. 

He seizes the tendril of a root and plunges 
In ; featly he drops from crag to crag, supporting 
Himself by each projection, 'till he emerges 
Scathless on the ground below ; from thence pursuing 
His journey through a narrow pass, a brief moment 
Brings him to a cave. Before its gaping entrance 
A spacious tent is pitch'd; 'neath the tent indolent 
Reclines a Creole maiden, viewing a wild dance 

« 

XV. 

Which a group of blacks are grotesquely performing 
Ta amuse her, while another cluster seated 
Beside the tent, with dexterous hands are playing 
On the Goombah'^ and the Merrywang. Their heated 
Looks tell how the sport excites. Let us picture 
This West Indian Eve : beautiful she is, spite 
Of the saffron hue which faintly dyes each feature 
Of her face, her face so lovely Venus' self might 
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Borrow it and yet increase her charms. No hand 
Of painter ever drew a form more graceful ; no 
Sculptor ever struck from marble, in all his grand 
Conceptions of ideal beauty, a shape so 
Exquisite as hers, sylphic yet voluptuous, 
Rich in the pride of womanhood. The robe she wore 
Tho' gay added to her grace ; 'twas a gorgeous 
Silken dress of orange striped with white, festoon'd o*er 

XVII. 

With roses ; jewels profusely decorated 

Her neck, costly enough for a Prince's ransom, 

Yet her eyes excelled their lustre ; 'neath her braided 

Hair they shone. Like brilliant stars glittering from 

Out the vaulted heavens, they kindled with new fire 

As Juan Bolus alighted on the scene. She 

Arose nimbly as ardent lover could desire, 

And threw her graceful arms fondly round his burly 
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XVIII. 

Neck. But Juan answer'd not her mute caresses : 

Displeas'd he look'd as he thrust her from him, and spake 

Her roughly : '* Beneha, cease moist'ning thy tresses 

'* Thus with childish tears, and tell how comes it you wake, 

" Ere it he mid-day, the solitude of our retreat 

^< With mummery like to this. Speak I what* No reply ! 

^* Thou sulky fool ? away, away in, I entreat 

** Thee not, away, and see thou quickly get ready 

XIX. 

" Beneath the tent refreshment for a guest and me. 
" Stay, I have another word : prepare the softest 
'< Couch thou hast, a lady stranger sojourns with thee 
<< To-night. You, Mundingo, my right hand, you too press'd 
<< Into this idle service ; your hands are hotter 
<< Mated with tarr*d ropes than lute strings. Put thy tink- 
<< Toy aside, hie away, and meet Don Christopher, [ling 
« I passM his retinue this side the mountain, bring 
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** Him hither — and be cautious. Thou knowest our errand 
*' With him ; his with us thou presently shalt learn. Go ; 
*' There is no time to waste : take twenty of our band 
'' With thee." Forth to do his bidding went Mundingo. 
And did Beneba likewise follow his behest ? 
His will had hitherto been hers ; yet now she stood 
Mute, pale, and motionless, her tiny hands comprest, 
Her eyes fix'd, and yet they dropped no tear. The warm blood 

XXI. 

Had forsook her lips and left a faiht and ashy 
Hue ; each feature of her face told the emotion 
Of her soul : on her brow you read the history 
Of a heart once subdued by love, now its motion 
Throbbing with passion, jealousy, and hate. And he 
Who caused it stood and gazed at her ; an unkind word 
Hung on his tongue, but it died unntter*d, while she 
Gave back his look, and ev'ry glance was a record 

K 
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XXII. 

Of reproaches as thus she spake i *' Juan, I read 

'^ Thee well : helated passion long has hlinded me, 

*' Buttheveilisnowremov'd. Twould make my heart bleed 

'' To tell thee all I feel ; but this I say to thee : 

" I know thy perfidy, thy falseness, thy deceit ; 

A rival supplants me ; I see it in thine eyes. 

Were't not so, the love which made me fondly greet 
** Thee had not heen repuls'd. Juan, thou thing of lies, 

XXIII. 

" Hear me : From this hour I hate thee I fool have I been 
" To trust, still greater fool to love. Oh, the memory 
'* Of my passion for thee will fill my heart with spleen, 
^^ And he a blot upon my bosom, till I sigh 
*< My last breath I Juan, love dips his pointed arrow 
*< In bitters as well as sweets; the sweets thou*st tasted, 
" The bitters are to come." A shade of sorrow 
Soften'd on her brow as she turn*d away, and sped 
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Within the cave. Juan beheld her retreat, yet 
Lack'd the effort to stay her steps or speak to her ; 
Her words, her voice, her manner awed him, and her threat 
Made him tremble. 'Tis ever thus, wrong strikes terror 
To the g^lty heart. He little deem'd that seeming 
Gentle, that confiding spirit could so be grieved. 
In his vanity he fancied he was dreaming, 
As restless he paced till Don Christopher arrived. 

XXV. 

Pass we the meeting of these noted chiefs, and come 
We to the moment when their refreshments ended, 
And they sit beneath the tent like two old friends, whom 
Fortune had dissevered, now again united. 
De Sasi had entreated Juan s aid to crush 
The British force ; these were his concluding words : ** De 
** Bolus, 'tis aa much thy interest as mine to brush 
*^ These invaders from our coast, yet Pd not have thee 
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'* Toil for nought; tell me briefly what recompense will 

'* Induce thee to add thy force to mine, and by 

" Arousing the natives in ev'ry vale and hill 

" Effectually subdue this daring D'Oyley 

'* And his troops." The crafty black ponder'd ere fixing 

A steadfast look on Amoldo, he thus replied : 

'' I do not see that I have aught to fear ; nothing 

" Can touch me in these passes ; one man of my tried 

xxvii. 

'* Band is here a match for hundreds : so much for my 
<' Defence on land. On my darling ocean I have 
" Less to dread ; there, with all his white-faced vanity, 
'' The proud Briton has not a bark can cleave the wave 
'* With speed to equal mine. Thus D*Oyley's aggression 
*^ Affects me but in this : it thwarts my ambitious 
" Hopes, hopes I have labour'd years to consummate ; won 
'' They must be, shall be, if fate but prove propitioas^ 
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'< And to this end III aid thee. You named a reward. 
" What canst thou give ? A titled badge of servitude, 
" Whose only distinction is a regiment of hard 
'^ Names ? Why, with my true sword, already deep imbrued 
** In bloody deeds, I could carve more honour. Or wealth ? 
" I lack it not ; I have enough, care not for more, 
'^ Unless I wring it from a miser's hand by stealth, 
** Mayhap to clear my blacken'd name, and varnish o'er 

XXIX. 

'* My misdeeds. You can promise me immunity 
** From Spain ? I want it not ; .1 glory in the fear 
" My name awakes. Yet one prize thou hast, De Sasi, 
" Which I covet ; to part with it will cost a tear ; 
*' Still I ask it — ^it is thy daughter. Let her hand 
** -Be mine, unite her to me, I espouse thy cause, 
'^ And thou shalt rdgn with me o'er every island 
'< Whidh dots th^ western &ea. Nay, frown hot thus ; think, 
pause 
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'^ Ere thou answer. It needs no wisdom to decide : 
'' Thy choice lies between my offer and thy ruin ; 
'^ It is a struggle of necessity with pride. [accraing 

*^ Think which, 'twere best should triumph ; think of th* 
^' Danger, and weigh it against the objections I 
<' Know thou hast. 1*11 enumerate : — I am a black. 
*^ Granted ; but while I can boast, as I can now, my 
" Arm has ne*er found a match among the pack 

XXXI. 

** Of knavish whites I've combated, I am the more 
" A man. — I am a pirate. Grant that too ; but all 
" Men are thieves. Do they deny it? bare their hearts' core, 
" And behold the love of pillage written there. — I'm a rebel. 
" Granted, as thine eyes view it ; but I tell thee, Don 
" Christopher, I do but battle for the noblest 
" Principle of nature, freedom. — One word, I've done: 
" I know thy daughter's heart by Leon is possess'd. 
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XXXII. 

'' Her hand affianced to him. — What of it ? compare 
'' The chance with mine : it is poverty and ruin [heir ? 

" Against wealth and power. Which would'st thou for thy 
<< Which would'st thou for thy son ? a man or a machine ? 
" Speak — ^yet stay — ^mayhap 'twill help thee to decision 
^* If I tell thee I love thy daughter, that I have 
^' Sworn hy all the dread rites of sacred Oheah, none 
*^ Shall wed her if she wed not me. Still I would crave, 

XXXIII. 

^< Not force thee to consent ; give her, Don Christopher, 
** And until death dissolves the contract, I am thine." 
Was he, Don Christopher, the only listener 
To this speech? on his ears only did the vulpine 
Offer heat ? Not so ; at every word the hold 
Black spake, another bosom throbb'd, the beauteous 
Beneba's. That love of prying, which from untold 
Time her sex has e'er evinced made her curious 
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XXXIV. 

To listen to the conference between Arnoldo 

And De Bolus. Beside the tent she crept, and Btood 

A symbol of sorrow and despair ; and yet no 

Tears were in her eyes, though marks of a recent flood 

Were on her cheeks. The founts had dried, and passion now 

Supplied the place of grief: Juan's perfidy had 

Changed her. Discerning eyes would read upon her brow 

Design'd revenge ; the dullard would but think her sad. 

XXXV. 

Truly she pourtray'd the attributes of her race : 
Love them, be faithful, and their attachment never 
Dies ; but become false, let deception supply the place 
Of love, and revenge will o'er the culprit hover. 
And haunt him like an ill-omen*d spirit, until 
The grave shields his offending h^ad. I love the trait> 
If but for its affinity to justice ; still 
I like it not, for I behold it subjugs^te 
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XXXYI. 

The fairest charm the female heart can boast, the charm 
Of meekness. O, did but Beauty know the power 
That simple charm possesses o'er that wayward worm. 
Deceiving mat> they'd so defend it» that never 
By passion would it be subdued. Did they but know 
How endurance wounds a treacherous heart, if that 
Heart be other than a senseless clod» they'd use no 
Sword but that, to' smite the bosom of the ingrate. 

^XXVII. 

Beneba was an untutor'd child of nature : 

She sought not, cared not, studied not, to control 

Her passions ; disg^e she knew not ; the bad, the pure. 

Alike were written on her brow ; her inmost soul 

Was imag'd in her looks. She was form'd for love ; had 

Loved Juan ; strange love, in one so beautiful ! 

He lov'd her too : one smile of hers had ofl made glad 

His dullest mood. He would have lov'd, and been faithful 
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XXXYIII. 

Even now, had Melilla's unmatched charms ne'er been 
Vision'd to his sight ; but o'er it, like a spirit 
From a far world, she stole. Once only he had seen 
Her ; 'twas enough : it seem'd to him hb heart did quit 
Its home, and stamp her features in its stead. And she, 
The confiding, the betrayed Beneba, who de^m'd 
His heart was fast in the fetters of her beauty, 
What were her feelings when his falsehood gleam'd 

XXXIX. 

On her startled senses ? Revenge — ^no other thought 

Was in her bosom than revenge. That she was bent 

On making faithless Juan feel, mark how she sought 

To gratify the passion. She listened intent 

To his perfidious demand ; she watch'd him through 

A crevice in the tent, saw him eye De Sasi 

As a wild beast eyes its prey ; him did she wish to - 

Warn — but how ? She would do it in a melody. 
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XL. 

Beneba's Song. 

Trust not the tongue, tho' it should speak 

In tender tones of Ioto ; 
The TOWS it utters it may hreak, 

And false and faithless prove. 

Trust not the hand ; tho' it should clasp 
Thine own with friendly force ; 

There may he hidden in that grasp 
Deceit, that hrings a curse. 

Trust not the face, tho' it should task 

Itself for honey *d smiles ; 
The sunshine may hut he a mask 

To hide a heart of guile. 

Trust not the cup, tho' to the hrim 
'Tis fiU'd with luscious wine ; 
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A poisonous drug may lurk within, 
Fatal to thee and thine. 



Trust not the world, tho* it should heap 

Its honours on thy head ; 
They are hut visions that will sleep 

When thou art with the dead. 



XLI. 

She sang this song to a soft and touching air. Her 
Voice was rich and tuneful, and floated sweetly on 
The hreeze ; yet its plaintive tones seem*d a harhinger 
Of woe. Scarce had she ceas'd, when from the tent Juan 
In a passion rush*d, his dark eyes flashed with fury, 
As he spake — " What brought thee here, Beneba ? tell me. 
" Yet I need not ask ; 'twas thy jealousy, 
" Nought else. Thou deservest punishment. I. warn thee 
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XLII. 

'^ Offend me not again, begone I" He watch*d her go ; 
Then to De Sasi spake : '* Astonishment, I see, 
'' Is in thy looks, Don Christopher; why is it so? [she 
' * Thou need'st not heed this woman. Canst thou doubt that 
'* Is mad? come, 1 shall think thou too art demented : 
'^ Since I ask*d thee to give me thy fair daughter, thou 
*< Hast sat wearing dejection in thy looks, thy head 
<< Sunk upon thy breast, thy aspect sad, and thy brow ■ 

XLIII. 

'< Wrinkled into thought. Help thee to a cup of wine : 

'* 'Tis an antidote for thinking, a certain cure 

'< For mental sorrow. Drink, and let it wash out thine. 

'' Mundingo beckons me ; I'll leave thee to mature 

«< Thy answer. Remember, it is a bride for me, 

'< Or ruin to thy house." 'Twas true Don Christopher 

Had sunk into that overpowering thought which ties the 

Tongue, weighs down the spirits, and makes the sufferer 
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XUY. 

Inactive. Juan's daring demand had robb'd him 

Of all hope ; he felt like one swept into a stream 

Without a spar to float on, or the art to swim ; 

Or like a sleeper waking from a fearful dream. 

His daughter be a pirate's bride ! His child wedded 

To a black I Never ! the audacious miscreant^ 

Too, tempt him to break that for which his race had bled, 

Their honour — oh, he felt his heart be^ to pant 

XLV. 

With rage, and in each pulse fevering passion rise. 
Yet must he snbdue it; coolness is so needful 
To his cause, he must brook the insult, sacrifice 
His feelings, however much the task be painful. 
This stay 'd his hand, this held his speech, this made him thin k 
The rock he had built his hopes on prov'd a quicksand. 
And threatened to engulf him ; he stood upon the brink 
Of a precipice ; a g^t of wind — a slip — and 
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XLVI. 

He is doom'd. PonderiDg o'er his precarious 
Position plunged him into deeper thought ; he sat 
Thinking what course was hest to thread the treacherous 
Lab'rinth which fickle fortune or uncertain fate 
Had placed him in. He saw but one : to hie him back 
To the fort, prepare his defences, fight, conquer, 
Or die a glorious death. But then the false black, 
How deal with him ? He must be appeas'd ; there's danger 

XLVII. 

In making him his enemy. While studying 
This, his head resting on his hands, his features hidden 
In his palms, he was rous'd by a stranger tapping 
His arm, and a soft voice which rung like a token 
In his ears, calling hhn by name. He rais*d his head, 
And Beneba stood before him. Her eyes were on 
Him fix*d, with a look that might be considered 
Fiendish, did not her beauty soften the expression. 
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XLTIII. 

Her features were mark'd with malice ; but that malice 
Cbarm'd tho' the beholder knew not why, still was he 
Charm'd. She held in her right hand a costly chalice : 
'Twas a strange cup fashionM from a human skull ; the 
Inside was lined with gold, the out had been bleach'd till 
It rival'd ivory in whiteness ; round the rim 
Was bound a band of gold ; a curious sigil, 
With VICTORY graven on it, was on the grim 

XLIX. 

Brow fix'd ; where once the eyes sparkled, two rubies set 
In crystal glistened; it was mounted on a stem 
Of gold rarely chased ; on the foot a small tablet 
Was inserted, an inscription and an emblem, 
Both unintelligible, written on it. The 
Cup was half fill'd with wine, of a rich purple hue 
Deep as the dye of blood. 'Twas a rare yet ghastly 
Goblet, fit for Death when he with his retinue 
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Of shades earooses, or for him in his fearful 
OrgieB o'er a dying Tictim ; yet unsuited, 
Unfit fer use in the libations of cheerful 
Mortals. Don Christopher gazed at it and started. 
Beneba smiling said, ^ Start not, fear not, but drink. 
^' This wine possesses the virtue to arouse thee 
** From thy stupor. You hesitate to try it. Think 
** Not it is an infusion of poisonous drugs; see 

LI. 

*^ I taste it Now drink. It is time to shake off sleep ; 
<< The hour is come for acti<ui : this will arouse thee. 
** What, reluctant still I sure 'tb not from fear. Drink deep; 
** It has power to wake thee from thy trance. Mark me, 
^ And mark me well, what the wine fails in, the goblet 
** Will effect Ay, eye it I canst thou not recognise 
** An ancient friend ? does this whiten'd relic, now wet 
^< With wine, remind you of none ? Yet two laughing eyes 

L . 
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LII. 

'* Have often: srail'd on you> where now these jewels glare ; 
*^ O'er this bony mouth two velvet lips were spread, and 
^' In thy childhood often spake to thee, and press'd their 
" Kisses on thy cheeks ; o*er this brow, which now a band 
*^ Of dross profanes, hung silver locks with which thou 
'* Oft hast sported. Canst thou yet trace no resemblance 
" To one thou once didst love? ^tis stradge thou dost not 
'' It. Methinks were it me, a look^ a simple glance [ know 

LIU. 

" Would have sufficed. Methinks,. if I had lov'd the 

*^ Living head as once thou didst love this, the dead one 

*' However much defaced, would have been known to me ; 

^* My anns would have opeh*d to give a fond welcome 

*^ To the precioua relic ; my fancy lent her aid 

" And given flesh to these bony cheeks, eyes to< these 

*< Ghastly sockets, senses to the space degraded 

<< Now with wine, a tongue ta this speechless mouth, tresses 
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X.1V. 

*' To this sever'd head ; and having moulded ev'ry 
** Feature to the form of life, I would have sat me 
« Down and waken'd in my memory the happy 
*^ Days which we have pass'd^ and in my heart feel all the 
** Pleasure o'er agun, this I would have done had it 
Been as dear to me as it was held by thee. You 
Look as if you doubted me ; then must I submit 
^ My assertions to a test : to prove thee how true 

LV. 

^' They are, read the inscription graven on the stem. 
You cannot I forgot ; the dialect and the 
Characters are antique^ and the race who used them 
" Neaiiy sped. There is then no other course for me, 
*^ I must tell the tale. If that hour has ever been 
'^ Absent from thy thoughts, recall it now, recall the 

*' Fatal mom when thou wert rous'd to behold a scene 
Of blood, so- dark, sa horrible, humanity 
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" Must weep to hear it told. Thou didst find thy first, thy 
** Dearest friend stretch*d a bleeding corpse on the couch 

where 
" He had lain to sleep. Thou didst see much to testify 
'^ The stru^les he had made, too much to prove they were 
" In vain : the clothes were rent ; a gaping wound was in 
'* His side ; his bleeding hands were elench'd in matted clots 
" Of woolly hair ; his head was gone, the assassin 
'' Had shorn it from the trunk, and thou didst track the spots 

LVII. 

^' Of blood, which, as he bore it, dripp'd from the trophy 
'* Of his guilt. But never didst thou discover him, 
*^ And never was the sever'd head restorM to thee. 
You see I have knowledge of the deed. The victim 
Was thy Father, This skull now changed to a drinking 
" Cup, is his. Behold my witness a scar upon 
^* The brow, a mark of honour he won when fighting 
" For his country. You believe me now, conviction 
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Lvin. 

<* Gleams within your nund. Speak not ; I have yet to tell 
^' Thee I know the assassin. Oft my heart has bam*d 
'< With the fiital secret ; oft I've wept o'er the fell 
And bloody deed ; yet I conceai'd it. But wrong'd, spurned. 
And slighted, my tongue no longer will be tied : I 
** Denounce the criminal, the murderer of thy 
*' Father, is De Bolus." De Sasi heav'd a sigh, 
And tears fast trickled down his aged cheeks as he 

LIX. 

Heard the tragic tale. Beneba mark'd him ; she knew 

By his deep emotion her purpose was attained. 

Joy fiU'd her heart, and exultation did issue 

From her eyes like sparks of fire. A wild, unrestrainM, 

Hysteric laugh rung from her lips as she shouted 

*' Juan, Juan, I am revenged, and thy intent 

Is foil'd I " ** Thine," a deep voice answer'd " is rewarded.*' 

'Twas Juan's ; and ere Don Christopher could prevent 
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The fearful deed, the fair form of the beautiful 
Beneba was stretch'd before him a poor helpless 
Corpse ; a shot too true in aim from the revengeful 
Hand of her betrayer, had pierced her defenceless 
Head. She sank, and as she fell her brains were spatter'd 
On De Sasi's clothes, and her blood was sprinkled 
O'er his feet ; a groan escap'd her lips, she shudder'd 
Convulsively — another minute she was dead I 

LXI. 

Don Christopher bent mournfully o'er the bleeding 

Body; but all earthly help was vain ; and when he 

Felt it so, he started to his feet, exclaiming 

Thus to De Bolus as he rose : '' Draw, thou bloody 

'< Villain ! draw ; this action calls aloud for vengeance. 

** Methinks I see my father's eyes reproaching me 

'^ With tardiness ; I am awaken'd from my trance — 

" Draw, monster ! draw.** ^^ No need to prompt, I am ready. 
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LXII. 

** Yet first let me tell thee that will whet thy sword : know 
'^ Then I am descended from that ancient race who 
'^ Held this Isle for ages, till thine did overthrow 
** Their rule. I am the last of that unyielding crew, 
I' Who would not hend them to the Spanish yoke. Need I 
" Tell thee how that band of heroes were driven from 
" Their homes? how, to escape from Spanish craelty,** 
^* They fled to the mountain caverns, where, one by one, 



LXIII. 



<< They died of hunger and disease ? thou knowest well, 
<< Thy father was their unflinching enemy. My sire 
« Was shot by his conunand — dead in my arms he fell; 
'' And o'er his mangled corpse I swore to quench the fire 
^' Of my revenge in his murderer's blood. I kept 
'^ My word : beneath this hand thy father met the doom 
'* He merited ; by this hand his children were swept 
*' From the living, and usher'd to an early tomb. 
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LXIY* 

^ Thoa only hast escaped ; yet 'twill make thee start wben 
" I tell thee, even o'er thy breast my knife has gleam'd. 
<< Nought stay'd my hand, nought saved theebut the sadden 
'^ "^^on of thy daughter's beauty. To me she seemM 
'* A creature not of earth. But the spell is broken ; 
^' Thou said^st thy father's eyes were on thee, reproaching 
'^ Thee with tardiness. To me extends the token ; 
'^ The phantoms of my murdered race are gathering 

LXV. 

" Before me ; I see them point their bony fingers, 
<' And look with scorn upon thee. Defend thyself, Don 
" Christopher I Accursed be the hand that lingers. 
*^ My sword is bared ; it is no childish weapon. Yon 
'< Senseless skull soon shall have a mate, no fear 
*' Of interruption here. My men carouse with thine 
*^ In yonder glen ; they see us not, nor can they hear 
^' E'en the echo of our voices. Thy hour or mine 
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LXYI. 

'' Is come : we are alone, and one of us must die.*' 
" I place my trust in heaven" was all De Sasi said, 
As he dealt a blow which needed dexterity 
In the black to ward off, or it had cleft his head. 
Clash went their swords, the clanging steel emitting fire 
In sparks as from a smithy's forge. Manftdly Don 
Christopher did fight ; Ins sire's blood seem'd to inspire 
Him with skill and courage — ^yet not enough ; too soon 

LXVIL 

He found he was no match for Juan ; his strength sank, 
And the battle became a battle of defence. Yet 
Skilful he maintained it, till Juan's weapon drank 
His blood. It was but a slight wound and scarce did wet 
The sword, yet with that wound so went his energy 
His sight grew dim, his brain did reel, as Juan rais'd 
His hand to inflict the fatal blow. De Sasi [graz'd. 
Fenced it, but his sword snapp'd in twain; his brow was 



154 XAMAYCA. C. 5, 



LXYIII. 

He was doomed to the mercy of the reTengeful 
Black. He sought not to appeal to it, but lifted 
His tearless eyes to heaven, and pray'd with meetful 
Hety. His lips quiver'd, his face grew pallid; 
Yet he was calm, and ready for his fate. . Again 
The blade glitter'd in the air ; De Bolus held it 
In suspense, as if he exulted in the pain 
He caus*d. A moment came the blow, but infinite 

LXIX. 

Power will'd it not upon the defenceless head 
Of Don Christopher. An able hand receiv'd it, 
And in return struck the black a blow which wounded 
Him. The new comer was a man more apposite 
To combat with the Pirate, than De Sasi : he 
•Was no other than Leon. How so opportune 
He dropp'd upon* the scene, we tell not now; the 
Combat is our theme. Gall'd at the intrusion. 
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LXX. 

Defeated in his purpose, and, smarting from the 
Wound, Juan sought revenge. He stood in attitude* 
Of defence, confronting Leon ; his hands all gory ; 
His clothes too bore bloody marks of the recent feud ; 
They added terror to the ferocious look he 
Fixed on his antagonist But him he bent 
Them on quaiVd not at the gaze. It was a study 
To compare the men, to weigh well their deportment, 

LXXI. 

To compare the cool, dignified, and resolute 

Demeanour of Leon with the fiendish aspect 

Of the fiery black. Neither did speak ; both were mute 

Yet each felt it was needful to be circumspect ; 

Each felt he had to contest with a skilful foe. 

Fitly they were match'd; both equal in height, equal 

In courage, equal practised in their weapon ; no 

Difference but in strength: that you scarce could call 
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hXXlh 

An advantage ; altho' the black was by far the 
Strongest, and possess'd the bulkiest frame, Leon 
Was more active, and his figure in ev'ry 
Limb a model of symmetry. The fight's begun ; 
Their swords have met for the deadly contest. Caution 
Is their mark, as each tests the other's power ; but 
Wanmng with the fray they deal their blows so fast, Don 
Christopher sees in each an end of the dispute. 

LXXIII. 

Some minutes thus the battle raged, and neither yet 
Was hurt. The black had never found a foe so tough, 
Leon never one so stubborn : their brows were wet 
With the dew of nature, which often with his rough 
Hand Juan dash'd aside. Thus fought they till the black, 
Chafing at the coolness of his undaunted foe. 
Lost his own ; a deep ghastly wound upon his neck 
Repaid his incaution ; his blood in streams did flow. 
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LXXIV. 

It only served to whet his fury : fierce as lightning 
Flash'd his eyes, fast as hail-stones from a stormy cloud 
Fell his blows ; yet all his rage was unavailing ; 
Some were foil'd ; others Leon's active limbs did shroud 
Him froni. Thus desperately the black continued 
Fighting till agam his rashness reap'd a wound : the 
Blade had pierced deep into his side ; a crimson flood 
Gurgled from the gash, his sword dropp'd from his hand, he 

LXXV. 

Sank helpless on the ground, and groan'd with rage and pain. 
Though panting with exertion, Leon stoop'd to raise 
Him ; but he refused his aid, murmuring a profane 
Oath, — profane enough t've made his hearers* blood freeze 
In their veins — ^he lifted a silver whistle to 
His lips and blew a long shrill note. Quick to Ids call 
Mundingo and some sixty of his comrades flew. 
Marking their beloved chieftain stretch'd on the ground, all 
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LXXYI. 

Welt'riiig in his blood, as one man, their swords darted 
From their scabbards ; but Juan spake and stayed their rage; 
'* I am fairly dealt with ; put up your swords," he said. 
*' Gret me lineament and bandages to assuage 
" These wounds, and on a couch lay me beneath the tent. 
« Don Christopher, begone I you too, my more than foe? 
*^ Get you from hence ere my mind change and resentment 
" Come tome. Begone! your presence makes my blood flow 

LXXVII. 

" Faster." Hewatdb'dthemgo. " Now dress my wounds,** he 
And sigh'd aloud, ** Oh, for Beneba's gentle hand, [said 
** Beneba's bosom, now to rest my weary head 
*^ Upon I But I am meetly punish'd — ^she is dead, and 
" I am dying.'* That night the beauteous Creole 
Was committed to her last abode. A sweet calm 
Breeze, as they placed her in her grave, sigh'd o'er her, sole 
Mourner of her fate. Her monument is a Palm,. 
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Which bends graceful o*er her earthy and with its drooping 
Leaves still seems to mourn her early doom. The morrow 
Came and the pirates quitted their retreat. Taking 
Their treasures, they carried their chieftain in sorrow 
To his bark, and sail'd from land. He was alive when 
They left the shore ; but changed in ev'rything but name. 
He was never seen again ; his fate none do ken, 
But time as it journeys on still supports his fame. 
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CANTO VI. 



T TOW uncertaia is the life of man I how chan^ful 
Ib his earthly pilgrimage I he uts one moment 
On & rock, with the tide of fortune rolling full 
Of promise at his feet : he marks the smooth current, 
As it glides, and joys to see it bear his wishes 
To the haven he designed ; then charm'd with success 
He sleeps in his pride, and dreams of new-won riches, 
New laurels gather'd from the wreath of fame to dress 
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II. 

The idol of his heart, ambition ; — ^and thus in 
Seeming happiness he slumbers : nor wakes he till 
The horizon has changed ; dark clouds are gathering' 
O'er him, the sea is lashed into a foam, a shrill 
Blast whistles its boisterous notes. He strives to fly. 
But irresolution chains him where he is. The 
Tempest rages ; he clings to the rock for safety, 
But the fragment he clutches crumbles, he falls, he 

IIL 

Is wreck'd ; and there all helpless doth he lie, waiting 

For a gleam of sunshine to warm him into hope. 

So learns he the uncertainty of this changing 

State, so drops the film that clouds his sight : his eyes ope, 

He sees the mutability of all earthly 

Things ; the world lessens its hold upon his mind ; he 

Feels life is but the slepstone to eternity. 

And that each successive change makes him more ready 
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IV. 

For the doom which awaits all mortals. So mused Don 
Christopher as he homeward sped, ^le moodily 
Beside him Leon rode. A thousand thoughts were on 
His mind ; dreams of the past, struggling for mastery 
0*er the visions of that which was to come. So deep 
Their reverie that neither to the other spake 
Till they came to a gurgling hrook, which from a steep 
Rock g^h'd, and where they halted to let their mules take 

Drink. 'Twas then De Sasi said, ** We are within a mile 

" Or twain of Rio Nuevo, Leon, and I have 

" Not asked what made you so hasty quit it. Beguile 

" The moment we stay here by narrating the grave 

" Cause which sent you to my aid." " It is briefly told : 

" Know then at early dawn I was awaken'd from 

*^ A delightful dream, and, starting up, I heard old 

" Jasper calling me. The trusty fellow had come 



166 XAMAYCA. C. 6, 



VI. 



** To diimlge a plot of your Nephew Pedro's to 
'* Abduct MeliUa. 'Twas thus be did discover 
^* It : be was carousing with tbe minstrels Pedro 
" Brought to amuse us at our feast — ^you remember 
** The stalwart blacks. It seem'd, one miscreant, getting 
*' In his cupsy slipped the secret of their being banded 
** With De Bolus, and sent by him to abide the bidding 
<* Of Pedro, who is also leagued with him. So said 

VII. 

'' The fellow ; and likewise that their instructions were 

" To seize MeliUa, as time and place may favour, 

" And convey her to the Bucaniers' retreat, where 

" She would be kept, till you consented to wed her 

" To Pedro. I instant had the men arrested, 

" And confronted them with Pedro. The men denied 

" The assertion, bat Pedro maintained a dogged 

" Silence for a time, grew red with rage, and defied 
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•* Me to the sword. His taunts could not move me to an 
'^ Encounter ; I commit his punishment to you. 
^* I would not boast, but 'tis well he is thy kinsman; 
*' Were be not, by heaven he had not liv*d to rue 
'^ His intended violence. Some words the drunken 
*' Pirate spake to Jasper made me apprehensive 
" Of your safety. With Jasper for a guide, some men- 
*' Picked from your troops, I tracked your steps. I need 
not give 

IX. 

" Speech to what foUow'd ; it is known to you." " Better 
** Than I am able to reward. My child must be 
My pledge of gratitude : joyfully I give her, 
And may heaven give me life to see you happy. 
** Leon, I will tell thee there was a purpose in 
'' That plot, deeper, darker, than you wot of. Pedro 
<< Was but the willing dupe of the crafty, daring, 
*' Vicious black. Listen to me/ 1 will prove it so." 
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He then reveal'd to him the scene beneath the tent ; 
There was sadness on his brow, which increased as he 
Said, " I have escaped these snares by the bendficent 
'^ Aid of Providence, and I feel my heart should be 
*' Elate with joy ; yet, strange to tell, it b not so. 
" A presentiment of some impending evil 
*' Haunts my mind, which in vain I struggle to o'erthrow ; 
*^ The more I strive, the more intensely still the subtile 



XI. 



" Poison trickles through my veins. Hark I what sound 
" Is that ? Again it booms — again I hear it. Give * 
" Spurs unto your steed, Leon, and mount yon risingground 
" Tis the roaring of distant cannon. As I live, 
" Methinks it comes from our fort. Hasten on and see." 
He gain'd the eminence — the surmise was too true : 
Three stately vessels, Albion's monarchs of the sea. 
Were anchored near the fort, preparing to subdue 
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XII. 

It. A cloud of smoke enveloped them, presently 
A gust of wind caught the floating mass, robbed it 
Of density, and show'd the assailants busy 
Landing troops ; most gallantly they did it, despite 
The shot which like hail-stones dropp*d around them. 

" Forward I 
" Forward! shouted Don Christopher — *' Forward, linger 
** Not I we must reach the fortress ere our foes bombard 
" It. Forward I each wasted moment swells the danger — 

XIII. 

'* Haste, or we are lost I" Away they speed — they reach the 
Gate — they enter. Another instant would have been 
Too late. 'Tis almost too late now to remedy 
The confusion, subdue the terror which De Sasi's keen 
Eyes mark reigns o*er his troops. They crowd around him to 
Receive commands. Briefly, sternly they are given. 
*' But where is my chUd ?*' like a frighten^ fawn, she flew 
To his arms ; fondly he kiss'd her, and praying heaven 
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To protect her, resigned her to Leon's care ; 

** Go, Leon, see her to a pUce of safety — go, 

*' Melilla, your chamber is the best retreat ; there, 

'* If you kck not courage you can watch the fray. No 

** Harm can reach you there, the passage leading from it 

" Underground is a safe refuge. Let Jasper stock 

^* It with food, and whatever you deem requisite, 

<< Weep not. Inhoursliketheseourheartsshouldbeofrock. 

XV. 

** I hope to conquer. If I fall, you and Leon 
" Must escape to Cuba. Now hasten, Leon ; s^ 
'* My child safe. Return, and in this coming action 
" Mark how Spaniards can %ht.'' Clinging tenderly 
To each other's arm, the lovers went. A moment 
Past, the fair maiden's heart was beating in suspense ; 
A mon^ent past, her eyes in anxious gaze were bent. 
Not on the besiegers, but on the spot from whence 
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She hoped to see her sire and Leon come. That grief 
Was o'er, and yet she wept ; hut more from gladness now 
Than sorrow : that crystal flood gave her heart relief, 
As it fell, Leon dried eac^ tear-drop, from her hrow. 
Smoothed back each clustering ringlet, pillow'd her dear 
Head upon his breast, and pressed a kiss upon her 
Lips. Those lips so soft, so red, so lovely, did veer 
Not from the pressure, but retum'd it with eager 

XVII. 

Willingness. Such the innocence, such the ardour 
Of confiding love, form melts beneath its beams, and 
Happy mortals, freed from its hated trammels, soar 
In fancy to that realm of joy, that happy land, [sweet 
Where freedom reigns with love. O, life has nought so 
As when two bosoms with one passion throb I so deem'd 
Melilla, so thought Leon ; and their hearts did beat 
With ecstasy such as the stolid breast ne'er dream'd 
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'' I'll seek Voltem, and bid him in my absence bear 
^' Thee company.'' Bat Voltern came not, another 
Task was his, more painful far than to dry the tear 
On beauty's cheek. His task was to bind each brother 
Mortal*s wounds who sunk in the affiray ; a thankless 
Yet busy office ; so furious the contest, 
The spot he stood on was one ghastly, gory mass 
Of dying, mingled with the dead like slaughter'd beast. 

XXIII. 

His heart sickened at the sight as he moum'd their fate. 
*< Oh I is not pain, torture, misery and disease 
" Scourge enough for earth, without man smiting in hate 
*' His fellow man ? Heaven teach him the bliss of peace, 
** And bring that hour soon when each corner of the world 
** Can to the other say, thou art my friend — that hour 
<* When the only banner whose folds shall be unfurl'd 
*< Shall be the flag that triumphs o*er aggression's power." 
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Melilla was alone ; alone, suffering that 
Anguish which sinks into the heart when it is torn 
From all it loves — that anguish of the mind so great 
Reason suhdues it not, hut leaves the hreast to motim. 
She heeded not the attention of her sable 
Maidens, tho' unceasing they tried to soothe her grief. 
Twas in vain ; their simple efforts were not able 
To the task, they'd no charm could give her soul relief. 

XXV. 

On a couch she sat, in a reclining posture. 
Like one whom sorrow hath bereft of hope, she 
Spake not, moved not ; no need of speech ; each feature 
Of her face was language in itself; all mutely. 
All sweetly expressing the anguish of her heart. 
And so she sat, letting sorrow eat the roses 
From her cheeks, until a loud shouting made her start, 
From her deep musing. With trembling hand she looses 
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The casement, and looks forth. Heavens, what a fearful 
Sight then met her eyes I the foe's cannon had made two 
Breaches in the walls ; and through each gap a manful 
Band now ponr'd with desperate valour, shouting to 
Their fellows as they came to cheer them on. At one 
Breach was Leon, at the other her sire, fighting 
Foot hy foot to heat the assailants hack. Blow on 
Blow they mercilessly deal. The walls with dying 

xxvir. 

Men are heap'd, and the ground is slippery with their 
Blood. Her father shouts for aid — it comes — the daring 
Crew are driven hack. His own sword is in the air, 
To smite the last man who clings with gallant bearing 
To the wall all reckless of his doom. The weapon 
Is pois'd — wet with gore it gleams o'er his head — the blow 
Comes — but, ere it strikes him, a musket shot wounds Don 
Christopher in the hreast : he sinks — ^he falls — his foe 



C.6. XAMAYCA. 177 



XXYIII. 

Receives him in his arms : the weight overpowers him, 
He stumbles too, and foeman rolls with foeman through 
Thebrieach. MeliUamark'd their end; her sight grew dim, 
Her brain did reel, her senses fled, a sickly hue 
Spread o*er her face, she felt as if a whirlpool did 
Ingulf her, and drooping her head she swoon'd. What time 
The swoon lasted she knew not ; but sick and languid 
She awoke to find herself seated in a dim 

XXIX* 

And dreary vault. A single lamp shed its glimmering 
Light upon the scene : she saw her two handmaidens 
Weeping beside her ; near them stood Jasper, binding 
Leon's wounds. Oh, fatal sight 1 the truth then lightens 
On her mind : the battle's lost ; they have esci^d to 
The passage 'neath the fort ; a dismal refuge I Yet 
Leon is with her, the idol of her heart's true 
Lore is there, why should she then feed on vain regret ? 

N 
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She will, spite of fate, be happy. One instant more 
She is at Leon's side, fondly attending him ; 
And while her maidens prepare them food they talk o'er 
Their misfortunes, and sighing wish they were a dream. 
^' To night we must quit this place ; not longer are we 
*' Safe," said Leon. '' But Jasper tells me, not far from 
" Hence there is a cavern, named the Grotto,** which he 
" Will guide us to» It is a strange, a darksome 

xxxr. 

" Place, almost unknown. There, in its deep recesses, 
<< We will secrete till fortune help us to a bark, 
" And we can sail to Cuba. Then our distresses 
^< Will I hope be o'er." Night came, and from the chill, dark 
Passage they emerg'd* The moon was shining bright and 
Clear, the air was cool and refreshing, sweet silence 
Ruled around, no living man met them to demand 
Their errand, but many dead ones as in a trance 
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Lay scattered on the ground, sleeping their ne'er waking 
Sleep. A flock of Carrion Crows ^ were feeding on 
Their flesh : the filthy birds started at their coming ; 
But as they pass'd resumed their hideous feast. One 
Greedy bird they mark'd ceas'd not his meal ; another 
Too beside him was so o'ergorg'd, that as he stood 
Upon the dead man's breast surveying his brother 
Cormorant, he reel'd and stagger'd aa if the blood 

XXXIII. 

He'd drank had robVd him of all strength • Jasper drove them 
From their prey. They started, but their Uoated bodies 
Were too heavy for their wings, they dropped agaia 
Within a yard or twain, shutting their vulture eyes. 
And hanging down their heads in shames So our homeless 
Wanderers left them with their gory beaks agape, 
Insatkite, longing to renew their loathsome mess, [flap 
E'en tho' their maws were no wso cramm'dthey scarce could 
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Their wings, and scarce had energy to move. So great 
The gluttony of these scavengers, eack patrid 
Morsel they take within their maws seems to dilate 
Their appetites ; even when they're gorged with foetid 
Flesh, they'll stand upon the mangled carcase, gloating 
Like epicures, and waiting till hunger help them 
To another feast. It matters not how stinking 
Be the prey, tho' decomposition make it steam 

xxxv. 

With noxious vapour, and it be rotted into 
Liquid poison, it is to them the daintier 
Dish. From man to reptile all is welcome, nor do 
They quit the corse till every bone is clear. 
Then, as if they scented another victim in 
The air, they speed away, leaving the skeleton 
Scatter d o'er the ground, to find, as fate may destine, 
A quiet grave, or bleach for ever in the sun. 
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Our pilgrims hurried from the sickening scene ; 
Once, only once did they look hack, to take a last 
View of the fort, the place where they so late had seen 
So many happy days — alas ! those days were past, 
And bitter ones had come. Melilla wept to see 
Britannia's standard floating on the -walls ; e'en 
The flag itself did seem to moom ; all listlessly 
It hang about the staff, nor a fold was seen 

xxxvir. 

To move, so soft, so still, so silent, was the breeze. 
They gaz'd but an instant, then with sorrow in their 
Hearts sped their way, to where they knew not ; as heaven 

please 
So must be their fate. Slow they travelled, the slaves were 
Laden with provisions, clothing, and some few 
Valuables. Melilla with fatigue was faint. 
While Leon's wounds were painful impediments to 
Speed. Sad they were, but not a murmur of complaint 
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Escap'd their lips ; each one did feel it was useless 

To repine, each feh it best to be contented 

With his lot. Day was advancing, with its matchless 

Meteor glowing in the sky, when Jasper said, 

'* This is our retreat.'' They found themselves at the base 

Of a wild and rocky mountain o'ergrown with trees 

And dwarfy shrubs so thickly cluster'd that no trace 

Of a cavern could they mark, till thro* the coppice 

XXXIX, 

Jasper led them and disclos'd two archways riven 
In the rock. They look'd like portals of a palace 
In bygone days inhabited, but now sunken 
And defac'd by time, perished, leaving but a trace 
Of its past glory. Jasper lighted torches and 
Entering led the way to a vaulted chamber. 
The roof incrusted o'er by nature's artist hand 
With glittering crystals, whose soft subdued lustre 



C.6. XAMAYCA, 183 



XL. 

Reflected their torches* light. It was supported 
On stalactite arches, an avenue between 
Each to an unknown labyrinth communicated 
A mesh of passages whose depths have never been 
Ezploredr Jasper selected one, a long lurid 
Adit, into which a ray of heaven's light ne'er 
Penetrated. It was gloomy, cold, and humid. 
Emitting a sickening odour from lack of air. 

XLI. 

Innumerable Bats, startled from their rest, 
Flitted wildly o'er their heads i on either side more 
Passages gaped to their sight, whose gloom did suggest 
The fearful thought that they led to that dreaded shore 
Where sinning spirits pine in endless misery* 
E'en the shadows of their flickering flambeaux made 
Them start ; at ev'ry step they fancied they could see 
Phantoms of damn'd mortals lying in ambuscade, 
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Or rushing madly to and fro ; at other times 
Their spectral eyes were fix'don them, some with threat'ning 
Aspect, some look'd as if they wish'd to tell their crimes. 
Some waved their hands invitingly, hut their beck'ning 
Was that of those who beckon to betray. On went 
Our pilgrims, battling 'gainst their fears, and imagining 
The dismal passage had no end. Ev'ry moment 
Was an hour, usher'd in by time with flagging 

XLIII. 

Wings ; ev*ry moment added to the unearthly 
Terrors of the place ; at ev'ry step the darkness 
Increas'd, the blackest night never was so gloomy. 
Tramp — tramp — their footsteps rung thro' the dread and 
Vault waking up echo as they went. The hollow [cheerless 
Sound oft made them start ; once Melilla scream'd with 
Nor had they induced her another step to go [fright 

Had not Jasper said twas not far ofP ere the light 
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Of Heayen again would shine on them. Presently 
It gleam'd, a minute more they were within 
An area surrounded with rocks, wild, shaggy, 
And precipitous. A rare, romantic, gohlin 
Retreat, o'fergrown with Trees ; numerous entrances 
Round the Court led to passages which have no end. 
Our Rlgrims fancied they saw, spiritish glances 
Peering through the portals, all watching to defend 

XLV. 

Each pass: from trespassers, Down one adit Jasper 

Went, and shortly retum'd, and hade them follow him. 

He led them then to a spacious vaulted chamher 

Lit only hy the uncertain light of their dim 

Torches. The roof was high and arched, and like the rest 

Bespangled with shining crystals ; through the centre 

I'he root of an. aged tree curiously pressed 

A passage, and shooting downward form'd a pillar 
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To support the arch. The floor was a dry earthy 
Soily softer than a velvet cushion to their feet, 
Emitting a faint odour, which Jasper, hy the 
Aid of perfumes and burnt frankincense, subdued complete; 
While, unfolding the packages they had hither 
Brought, the busy slaves soon made the place more cheerful. 
This then was the refuge whose gloom they must either 
Endure, or expect to meet a fate more fearful. 

XLVII. 

This then was the safe retreat Jasper promised: 
He well may call it safe. This then was the gloomy 
Cavern which he had the Grotto designated ; 
Call it the DeviTs Lahyrinih^ it is more aptly 
Named ; offspring of earth's convulsions, the world cannot 
Show a place more singular. Here a pass, spreading 
Like the web of a Tarantula; there a grot. 
The roof studded o'er with crystals all glittering 
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As the stars in Heaven. Here a precipice, there 
A chasm yawns ; and so at every step a new 
Wonder greets the traveller's sight, 'till in despair 
He halts and quits the search he dreads to continue, 
Lest he be lost in the wilderness of endless 
Avenues* Four days our pilgrims pass'd in this 
Drear abode, four days of mis'ry and wretchedness. 
Four days of suffering to Leon. Each day his 

XLIX. 

Wounds had grown more painful, each day Melilla's heart 
More sad. Jasper had been dispatch'd to seek Voltdrn, 
But returned not* The fifth day dawn'd and did depart 
Without a gleam of hope ; sickness had fix'd its stem 
Hold more fast on Leon, yet no Voltem came, nor did 
Jasper come. So flitted the sixth, so pass'd away 
The seventh. The eighth night came, a moist and fervid 
Eve, such as loads the breast and makes the heart a prey 
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To melancholy ; the eighth night crept in and found 

Melilla watching hy her Leon's side. The dim 

Light of a lamp showed him stretched npon the ground, 

4 

Pillowed on a couch, soft as she could make him 
From their scanty means. He seem'd to slumber, so had he 
Lain throughout the day, nor had he spoke a word, or 
Even ope'd his eyes. How changed he was ! the manly 
Grace that won Melilla's love, and made him debtor 



LI. 



Till it was retum'd, all had fled. Pain and sickness 

Had begun the havoc, death was ending it ; yet 

The same bold brow was there, the same winningfrankness, 

The same- dignity of aspect, the same well set 

And handsome features ; but all wasted by disease, [now, 

So shrunk, his dearest friend would scarce have known him 

Now that his cup of life had sunk down to the lees. 

That bitter potion which we fain would shun, but how 
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We know not. Melilla was seated by his side. 
Sole mourner of his hapless fate. She wept no tear» 
No moisture even glisten'd in her eyes, she sigh'd. 
Often sighed, as she bent o'er him, placing her ear 
Before his lips to feel if he did breathe ; yet she 
Wept not ; her sorrow was not in her eyes, but in 
Her heart : there she must endure it, there will it be 
Till death shall come and pluck the poisonous javelin 

LIII. 

From her breast. Her face was pale, the roses all had 
Faded from her cheeks ; those beauteous blossoms die, 
When grief begins to canker round the heart. So sad 
She look'd, her dress neglected, her hair all loosely 
Hanging in long ringlets on her neck, mourning their 
111 array ; yet was she more lovely in her grief 
Than when the spring tide of her life was bright and fair 
When her days were sunshine, sunshine alas too brief! 
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There was a charm about her now> she had not then ; 
A charm that wakenM sympathy-^sweet sympathy. 
With its bahny unction for relieving broken 
Hearts I a charm to make us deem such gentle beauty 
Belongs not to the world, but is the g^uerdon of a higher 

sphere. 
She seem'd as she watch'd Leon, like some bright angel» 
Waiting till his last breath of Hfe escape, to bear 
His fleeting spirit to that home where it must dwell 

LV. 

In immortality. Twice she had withdrawn her 
Eyes from him and fiz'd them on the gloomy caTern 
For relief, but quickly closed them and in terror 
Hid them in her hands. She fancied she did discern^ 
On the crystal ro(^, a host of frightful faces 
Glaring at her with their hideous eyes, while througb 
The portal countless phantoms with hurried paces 
Ru8h*d, all fresh from their graves, a ghastly hellish crew. 
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Two hours had gone with mtdnight, when Leon restless 
Grew, and waken'd from his trance, Melilla, marking 
The change, rais'd him in his couch; with meet tenderness 
Hested his feeble head upon her sorrowing 
Breaist, and kiss'd his pallid lips. A charm was in that 
Kiss ; it brought back sensation to his wandering 
Senses ; he knew her, and with looks affectionate 
FIx'd his eyes on her, and spake : ^' I have been dreaming. 



LVII. 



" My own Melilla; what I cannot say ; I have 
'< But strength to tell thee, I am dying. To leave thee 
<* Is my only grief; fain would I stay, but the grave 
'^ Awaits me, and death, I feel, is hovVing round me. 
" I must go : I hoped, have hoped 'till now, that we two 
*^ Would have lived to smile away together many 
'^ Happy years, defying earth with its retinue 
<* Of evils in each other's love ; but that glad day 
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" Will never come ; Heaven wills it not, and we most 
*^ Both submit. I would bid, entreat thee not to weep 
" Nor mourn when I am dead and mouldering into dust ; 
*^ But 'twere vain: thou wilt mourn, thy sorrow will be deep. 
^^As mine had been for thee. Yet a strange sensation 
'' In my heart tells me, we soon shall meet in a world 
" More happy than this to us has been. My vision 
'^ Fades, I have the dreadful feeling of being whirPd 

LIX. 

" In a mighty vortex, I go, I go/* His head [clos'd — 
Dropp'd heavy on her breast — ^he gasp'd — his eyelids 
He died I Melilla could not think that he was dead. 
She deem'd he had but fainted, or again repos'd 
In a trance like that from which he had awoke. She tried 
To rouse him, used endearing words, bathed his pale brow 
With limpid water, mingled with her tears, — applied 
To his nostrils essences, — all was useless now. 
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He was dead. A3 the fearful truth flashed on her mind, 
She scream'd 'till the black vault rung with her voice, and 
The echo ceased she sank upon his corpse, entwin'd [ere 
Her arms around his neck, fix'd her eyes with vacant stare 
Upon his face. That look was her last, her parting 
Look, ere all senseless by his side she lay. Not far, 
O'ercome with fatigue, ber maidens slumber'd. Starting 
At her shrieks, they look'd wildly for the cause. The glare 

LXI. 

Of torches met their sight, and that instant Jasper- 
Entered the Cavern, leading in Voltem. Oh 
Grief, that he should come when skill and medicine were 
Useless I he too look'd wearied, sick, and sad ; sorrow 
Aye rested on his brow, but the shade was deeper 
Now than it was wont to be ; more gloomy, more full 
Of thought. Much he had endured, much did he suffer 
Now ; his weary breast with misery was o'erfulL 
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Yet his miBeries were known but to himself ; in 
His heart they lay, consuming it in secret ; they 
Vanish'd from his memory when he mark'd, lying 
On his bed of death, the beloved friend whose gay 
And noble spirit oft had chas'd away his gloom. 
His own woes fled to see MeUIla senseless by 
His side, the dear unconsdous partner of his doom. 
He rais'd the fair creature in his arms, and did try 
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For an hour's space to baffle death ; but all in vain. 
His efforts all were fruitless. So intense her grief 
Some vital thread of her young life had rent in twain. 
And pour'd its purple flood around her heart. How brief 
Was then her life ! As the last shriek from her lips rung, 
Her gentle spirit left its earthly home, to wed 
Her Leon's in a happier sphere. Voltem, stung 
By a new misery, sat beside the death bed 
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Of his departed friends and wepU Call not» deem not 
Those tears unmanly ; they were shed for the only 
Beings who ever loVd him. Thus their hapless lot 
He mommM : ^ Oh Heaven 1 1 murmur not at thy decree ; 
*' But why were these two fond mortals^ whom thou did'st 

permit 
^' Nature to endow with charms, so great they oft have 
** Set me wondering^-*why, whenhappiness did flit 
'< Around them, and cheerful hope pointed to the grave, 

LXV. 

^< As a home to them far distant — why were these two 

« Gems destroyed ; when I, a wretched creature, less 

*' Fit to do thy purposes on earthy more fit to 

'' Die, less fit to live — when I, sick of this cheerless 

" World, I, who have call'd for death a hundred times, and 

** He will not come, tho' oft I hear him mocking me, 

'< And fimcy I can feel his hard and icy hand 

" Upon my heart — ^when I for dayis of misery 
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'* Am sav'd to suffer, and to mourn for those dear friends 
« WhoshouldhaTedos'dmyeyeSyandweptforme?" Thus 
He lament. Oft Jasper calls lum, hut he attends [did 
Not to his voice ; so till it was approaching nod* 
Day sat he, nurturing sorrow in his heart. Night 
Came, and they dug the lovers' grave ; they dug it in 
The coitre of the Cavern, a deep incondite 
Pit, 'neath the root of that old tree which dandestine . 



LXVII. 

Shoots its fibres through the roof. By mom the task they 
Ended, then with sobs and tears committed to their 
Cold clay bed the hapless victims of an early Cp^i*> 

Death. Side by side they laid the young once blooming' 
Like bridegroom and like bride, enwrapt in the raiment 
They had died in. They lined the grave with branches, and 
O er their lov'd remains scattered, with reverent 
Hands, sweet scented blossoms and many a garland 
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Gathered from the neighbottriDg wood. As the last spade 
Of earth was flatten'-d down upon the gloomy grave, 
Yoltem knelt heside the all-sacred earth and pray'd; 
Then mournfully he arose, and, marking Jasper wave 
His hand, followed him from the Cavern to the 
Coast, where waited a bark which should have home Leon 
And his love to Cuba. Jasper stepped willingly 
Into the boat ; but Voltem in hesitation 

LXIX. 

Stood a moment, with one foot upon the prow ; then 
Changed his purpose and would not go with them. The 

faithful • 
Blacks reach'd the Isle in safety ; but we do not ken 
The end of Voltem. A figure, ^ale, sbrrowfiil, 
And gaunt, was sometimes seen rambling in the region 
Of the Devil's Labyrinth, another like to it 
Was oftentimes observed, at the hour when the sun 
Sinks to his early bed, standing on the summit 
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Of the White Cascade ; yet none ever did succeed 
In gaining speech with it. So tall, so ghastly did 
It looky all who follow'd it and mark'd it recede 
As they approach'd» considered it some vapid 
Phantom of the snind. Years rolled, and an explorer 
Found, in the wood which skirts the Cataract, a hut 
Formed of lopp'd branches, a Pilgrim's staff, and farther 
On the remnants of a grass hat : these he saw, but 

LXXU 

Nought to mark the owner. Time, which changes men and 
Changes matter too — time, which soon will set at rest 
The weary heart, the aching head, the feeble hand 
Which pens this tale— time, the all potent alkahest, 
Hath rotted these relics into dust, and left no 
Vestige of their being — yet still the sun doth smile 
Upon the scene, the young trees bud, the waters flow. 
The White Cascade is still the wonder of the Isle. 
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Canto I. ver. 6. Note 1. 

rr^HE Moanlain Cabbage is b. very ^cefiil and lofty tree of 
■*' the Palm tnl>e. - Lot^, speaking of it, uys, " No limits 
seem to be set either to its age or ascent. Ligon mentions some 
at the first settlement of Barbadoes above 300 feet in height i 
and Raj speoki of another 370 feet; 100 feet ia a Teiy com- 
mon height The upper part of the tnink, from whence the 
foliage sprii^, lesembles ■ well turned, finely polished baluster, 
of a lively green cobur, gently snelliog from its pedestal, and 
diminithiDggtaduall; to the top, where it expands into bnncbe^ 
elegantly arraoged, and waving like plumes of ostiich feather*. 
From the centre of the summit rises the spatha, or sheath, ter- 
minating in an acute point." It is from the pith of this tree 
s^o is produced, lite Hottentots convert the pith Into a kind 
of biead, fint burying it in the eaMh for a time, to render it 
mellow. 
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Cawta L ter. 25. Note 2. 

Travelung in these mountaiDous districts is especiatty dan- 
geioiis in the rainy seasons. The traTeller may often be startled 
to find a fbrious torrent pooring to day an impassable flood over 
the spot he left yesterday dry and arid. The quanti^ of eaitii 
and gravel brought by these floods fiom the upper landsy col- 
lecting in places^ and forming a kind of quicksand, often proves 
£ital to the incautious way&rer. 

Canto IL ver. 6. NoU 3. 
Capota, the cotton tree. See Note 22. 

Canto II. ver. 27. Note 4. 

The Mocking Bird is found in secluded and unfrequented parts 
of this island ; as a singing bird it is inferior to the Eoglisfa 
thrush, but its notes are s tronger and more dear. It is singular 
to observe the exactness with which they imitate eaeh other's 
notes. A listener, while he is charmed, will scarcely beUere it 
to be other than an echo of the vrarblings of the bird perched 
nearest to him. 

Canto IL ver.S9, Note 5* 

The Rio Alto, or Roaring River Cascade is situate in the parish 
of St Anne's. Its waters are remarkably bright and pellucid, 
but strongly impregnated with stalactite matter, most probably 
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gathered from the porous rocks through which the stream runs 
for a considerable part of its coarse. It imparts to the water 
the property of incrusting with the sparkling matter all bodies 
deposited in it. 

Canto III. ver, 6. Note 6. 

The wild Vine is found in abundance in the mountainous and 
rocky districts. It grows with amazing rapidity, and is a valuable 
esculent for cattle in time of drought* The fruit it bears is much 
inferior to the cultivated grape, but it nevertheless is an ac- 
ceptable refreshment to the traveller. 

Canto III. ver. 9. Note 7. 

The Granadilla produces a pleasant fruit; a medicinal drink is 
made from the juice, which is considered efficacious in allaying 
fever. 

Canto III. ver. 9. Note 8. 

The Avocado Pear is a favourite fruit with all classes: it is con- 
sidered highly nutritious; the flavour is very agreeable. The 
tree on which it grows is about the size of the English apple. 

Canto III. ver. 9, Note. 9^ 

The Guava is found in all parts of the Island. The fruit, a 
small berry, is especially esteemed for confections. 
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Canto III. ver. 9. Note 10. 

The Mango, or Anchovy Pear, is prized as a table fruit, aLi 
likewise for pickling. It has a sickly, sugar and water flaTour 
I admire the beauty of the tree, when laden with its ripe 
fruit, more than I prize the fruit it produces. A wine is made 
from it, which is considered invigorating; and the kernel can be 
reduced to flour and made into bread. 

Canto III. ver. 9. Note 11. 

The Banana and the Plantain Tree are nearly alike. The fruit, 
in shape, resembles a small cucumber. In its unripe state it 
is used as a v^table, or by roasting, as a substitute for bread; 
it answers the purpose completely, and is fer more nourishing. 
When ripe, iu flavour is like that of a juicy pear, equally agree- 
able, extremely wholesome, and excellent as a scorbutic cor- 
rective. It may be considered the most valuable tree in the 
island, as it furnishes an important addition to the food of the 
inhabitants. No part of it need be lost, as the leaves and stems 
are a fattening fodder for catde. It is cultivated with great care, 
and generally bears well. As it is found to thrive best in a cool 
moist soil, it would probably vegetate in England. I beheve it 
has never been tried, but it merits an attempt. 

Canto III. ver. 10. Note 12. 

The Aloe is too well known to require description. The 
Coratoe, or great American Aloe, may be seen growing wild in 
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this island in the rocky, mountainous districts, thriving where 
there is no appearance of earth to nourish it* An excellent soap 
may be made from the expressed juice, which possesses the very 
advantageous property of producing a lather with salt water as 
well as fresh; this property was discovered by an Englisli 
surgeon nearly a century ago, it was not applied to a useful pur- 
pose at the time, and most probably it has since been forgotten. 

Canto IIL ver. 10. Note 13. 

The Musk, or Aligator Tree, b a native of the woodlands ; the 
whole tree is a perfume, but the bark possesses the strongest 
odour, which it retains indefinitely^ 

Canto IIL ver. 10. Note 14. 

The Musk Okro is a small plant, the perfume, which is very 
strong, is procured from the ripe seeds. There is also a common 
kind of Okro, used as a culinary. 

Canto IIL ver, 10. Note 15. 

Pine Apples are met with in abundance in the thickly wooded 
parts of the island ; they grow wild in the forks and on the 
branches of the larger trees, an evidence that they imbibe their 
nourishment from the atmosphere. 

Canto IIL ver. 10. Note 16, 
The Brasiletto is a very useful tree for building purposes. 
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Cmnto III.ver.VaL NOmll. 

Tex Mahoe b a veij bulky tree, and when in liill blossom i»e- 
^eals a veiy beandfbl a^ipeaniioe. One species beais a yeUow, 
another a red flower. It is modi used in building. The bark 
can be made into ropes, little inferior in strength to bemp. 

C€mio IJL ver. 13. Note 18« 

The Ciescentia, or Calibasb, is oommon in die West India 
Islands; the gonrds, wliidi are of ntfions sixes, are used gene- 
rallj by the bladu instead of earthenware, and Tery tasty 
domestic implements they construct from them. 

Canio III. ver. 13. Note 19. 

The Cassia Tree has a very singular appearance, tbe pods, which 
contain the seeds, grow from one to two feet in length, and 
upwards ; the tree is medicinal. * 

Canto III. ver. 13. iVbto 20. 

The Manchineel is found principally near the coast. The wood 
is very beautiful, and admits of a very high polish ; tbe jnice and 
the fruit are both considered poisonous, and as many tales are 
related of its fatal properties, as of the Boasupas, but without 
the like foundation in truth ; it is true the jnice is very acrimo- 
nious, and with some people, wherever it touches the skin pro- 
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duces a blister. The fruit, in its green state, may be poisonous, 
but it is so detestable in flavour, that he who could eat it must 
be deprived of at least one of his senses. The root, like 
the mahogany, is for cabinet purposes the most beautiful part of 
the tree. It is destroyed by the practice of burning, which 
is resorted to from the dread the workmen have, in felling the 
tree, of the juice spurting in their eyes« This destruction might 
very easily be avoided by first propping the tree, and afterwards 
proceeding to dig the earth away from the roots. 

Canto III. ver. 13. Note 21. 

The Mangrove Tree '* is generally observed on the borders of 
the sea, and on the banks of the maritime rivers. The roots 
throw out a multitude of fibres, arched, and fixing themselves 
in the mud or ground, which not only serve as props to the 
parent tree, but form an exteDsive range of basket work, 
spreading across the rivers, or along shore, and protecting its 
banks against the surge of the ocean. The Jamaica oysters 
adhere closely to these fibres, and cannot be got off without 
cutting some of the bark with them, which first gave rise to the 
fabulous account of oysters growing upon trees. The bark is 
excellent for tanning leather, it performs this operation more 
perfectly in six weeks than oak bark will in ten, and the leather 
tanned with it is more durable.'' 

Canto III. ver. 13. Note 22. 

Tfl£ Bombax, or Silk Cotton Tree^ is both in height and bulk 
the largest tree in the Island. It is from this tree canoes are 
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made: I have seen some laden with ten and twelve hogsheads o: 
sugar, and I have heard of others spacious enough to contai:. 
twice that number. Cuba produces the largest. The cotton u 
contained in the fruit The tree possesses all the properties I 
have ascribed to it. 

Speaking of the Ootton Tree, it may not be inapt to allude to 
its more useful namesake, the Cotton Plants This valuable 
vegetable, where care is taken in its culture, grows to great per- 
fection in Jamaica; but it is evident these volcanic pyramids, 
if I may so term these islands, have not space enough for the 
production of sufficient cotton wool to meet the wants of the 
mother country. This however cannot be said of our possessions 
in Eastern India. In those countries there are vast tracts of 
uncultivated land, possessing a soil peculiarly suited to the 
nature of the Cotton Plant, and capable of producing it in great 
abundance. It is a matter of surprise and regret, a reproach to 
the vaunted enterprise of England, that those districts are not 
extensively applied to that useful purpose. As an excuse it i< 
asserted, that the encouragement or extension of the growth of 
Cotton in India, would injure our commerce with America ; and, 
likewise, that it is the peculiar province of America to produce, 
and of England to manufacture. Of the latter, the like may be 
said of India ; the former is positive nonsense ; in proof of which, 
we could at this time of depression consume (were the raw material 
obtainable at low rates), a greater quantity of it than the United 
States can supply us with. Anotlier answer is, that as America 
is yearly extending her manufecture of cotton, she will have 
to retain yearly a greater portion of her produce than she at 
present requires for her own use. Hence, without calculating 
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the casualties of an occasional deficiency in the crops, the price 
of the raw material bids fair, in the course of years, to be en- 
hanced to the foreign buyer to so high a price, as must seriously 
injure the most valuable branch of our commerce, our trade in 
cotton goods. 

To avoid this evil, I consider it the imperative duty of every 
son of Britain, who, proud of his country, wishes her glory to 
increase, to din this important subject perpetually in the ears of 
the legislature,, until not only all restrictions are removed, but 
that every consistent encouragement be afforded for extending 
the cultivation of cotton in British India. 

I am avTare one great obstacle to this desirable end is the 
present imperfect means of transit ; it is an obstacle, too, which 
can only be removed by introducing railways into the country. 
Here, again, Britannia has another bone to pick with her rulers, 
who in all ages seem to be gifted with the spirits of garrulity, 
inaction, and that most mischievous of all spirits^ the spirit of 
procrastination. 

The year 1845 witnessed the projection of Indian railways. 
Had the legislature exercised common prudence, those gigantic 
and important undertakings might have been at this moment in 
course of active construction, instead of being doubtful, as is 
now the case, whether they will ever be commenced. This would 
not have occurred^ had aught but recklessness guided the 
deliberations of Parliament in passing so huge a mass of railway 
bills in the session of 1 846. It was quite evident to an infan- 
tine capacity that the amount of money which would be required 
to construct the contemplated works, far exceeded^ the surplus 
means of the country. It was also evident that the projects 

p 
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tbeiiudf«8 were too namerous to admit of their reodTing in one 
sesfioa the consideration commensoiate with their impoftance. 

Tlie simple coarse, then, and the best, was to have sosp^ided 
them ail lor a session, to have decided that only a certain amount 
should be sanctioned in any future one, or rather, I should say, 
to hare limited the outlay ; ^ have appointed a conunittee, 
whose duty should have been to investigate the varioos schemes, 
and lecommend to parliament those projects which the wants of 
the country required to be soonest completed. While with 
respect to Indian railways, being as they are, of so much national 
importance, their construction ought at once to have been, un- 
dertaken by government, and the funds for their formation raised 
by a government stock. 

Had this course been pursued, a vast useless expenditure of 
money would have been prevented, a frightinl depreciation of 
property avoided, individuab would have escaped an incalcu- 
lable amount of pecuniary loss and mental suflfering, and the 
lamentable, yet doubtless wise visitation of Providence, in the 
destruction of food, would have fiillen upon us with diminished 
weight. As it is, the recklessness of 1845 and 6 clings to us like 
the old roan in the fable ; and it will be years before we get rid of 
the incubus, and patient industry restore us to our lost position. 

Canto III. ver. 23. Note 23. 

The Sugar Cane is not indigenous to Jamaica. It was intro- 
duced by the Spaniards some years after Columbus discovered 
the island. J^e ^ane now grows in profusion, and is culti- 
vated to such perfection, that the sugar made from the Jamaica 
plant excels that produced in any other part of the globe 
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Canto III. per. 28, NoteZA. 

It is one of the remarkable features of Jamaica, and an evi- 
dent proof of its great fertility, that the wild and rocky dis- 
tricts are studded with stately trees, flourishing in verdant 
beauty, without the slightest appearance of earth to nourish 
them. Their origin is a matter of conjecture : the seeds pro-» 
bably were deposited in the crevices by some of the numerous 
birds, into which the rain constantly percolating, caused them to 

« 

germinate, the same cause continuing to supply the trunk with 
nourishment* 

Canto III. ver, 36. Note 25. 

There are several cataracts in Jamaica, but the White River 
Cascade is the most important, meriting a more copious de- 
scription than the author has bestowed on it. It is situate in 
the parish of St. Anne. The fall is oblique, the descent being 
upwards of 300 feet. Standing at the base, and looking up- 
wards to the summit, the water appears of little volume, but it 
increases in breadth as it descends ; half way down, it rests on 
a sloping ledge, and then precipitates with tempestuous force 
over a flight of gigantic steps formed of stalactite rock. In the 
rainy seasons its bulk and its grandeur are astonishingly increased \ 
at such periods the roaring of the flood, added to the rushing of 
the wind through the neighbouring trees, relieved only by the 
noise of some chattering parrot, or the shrill notes of the mocking 
bird, is. so great that the mind and the imagination are alike 
stricken with awe. 
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Canio IV. tfer. 9. Note 26. 

Doxr-AKROLDO Christopheb De Sasi was governor of Ja- 
maica at the time of its subjugation by the troops of the Com- 
monwealth. He made repeated attempts to regain his power; 
buty in each attempt he was defeated. His pertinacity merited 
success ; but, for the sake of romance and the honour of the 
Spanish nation, it is to be regretted that the heroic death ascribed 
to him in our poem does not bear the test of history. It is re- 
corded of him, that, at his last engagement with the £nglish 
troops, he was the first to turn tail and run, and that he did with 
such speed as to completely outstrip his pursuers. He practi- 
cally illustrated the superiority of a pair of nimble legs over a 
long head. Probably he had this couplet running in his own : 

'^ He who fights and runs away. 
Shall live to fight another day.'' 

Or, as it is doubtful whether he drew sword or oodced pistol at 
all, mayhap he had this one : 

" He is by far the wisest wight, 
Who runs away and doesn't fight/' 

Certain it is, on this occasion he proved himself to be a prac- 
tised runner. We seriously recommend this exercise to the 
British army ; not that we even dream of a man in its ranks 
running away, but the exercise would be of eminent service in 
the pursuit of a lighjUfooted enemy, a Chinaman to wit. 



NOTES. 213 



C€mto IV. ver. 68. Note 27. 

Edward D'Oyley was a distinguished officer in the service of 
the commonwealth. He was brave, active, energetic, and in* 
trepid, upright, and honourable. To him England is indebted 
for the possession of Jamaica, and it is impossible^ even in a 
work of this kind, to omit recording a tribute to his memory^ 
and adding to it the testimony of history to bear witness how 
much he merits remembrance. 

It is said of him, '' By his personal bravery and wise conduct 
in defeating every attempt of the Spaniards to retake the island, 
as well as by the spirit of industry he excited among the troops 
and other inhabitants, he gained more honour than either Penn 
or Venables by their invasion of it. If to this we add, that he 
appears not to have sought advantage to himself by the mono* 
poly of land which undoubtedly was within his power, or by 
practising any extortion or oppression on the subjects abandoned 
to his command ; but, on the contrary, manifested a firm and 
persevering zeal in maintaining good order among men dis^ 
heartened and averse to settlement, in improving and establish- 
ing it by humane, vigorous, and prudent measures, while in its 
infancy; and, Anally, delivering it out of his hands to the nation, 
a well peopled and thriving colony ; we shall see cause to ap- 
plaud him as an excellent officer, a disinterested patriot, a wise 
governor, a brave and upright man ; and must lament, that, 
although it is to his good conduct alone we owe the possession 
of Jamaica, he received no other reward for his many services 
than the approbation of his own heart. - -^ 



214 NOTES. 

He was of a good fitmily^ educated tdthe law, but, according 
to the usage of the times, during the ciyil war, he quitted his 
profession for the camp, and first served among the royalists. 
He was, early in the war, taken prisoner by the parliamentaiy 
forces, and afterwards entered into the service of the victorious 
party. He was engaged in the expedition against the Spanish 
West Indies for one year only ; but, by various occurrences, 
continued in the service till after the restoration. He had often 
solicited Cromwell to confirm him in the government of Jamaica, 
and was constantly refused, from a distrust, perhaps of his poli- 
tical principles ; so that although he enjoyed the supreme com- 
mand of Jamaica for a longer space than any of his predeces- 
sors, it was only by the accident of survivorship. Upon the 
deaths of Sedgewicke and Brayne, it is a memorable circum- 
stance attending his life, that the very man to whom the Pro- 
tector had manifested so inflexible an aversion, or jealousy, 
seemed the most capable of any commander employed ; that he 
held the government which had been denied to his solicitations 
much longer, and succeeded in the administration of it much 
better than any other." 



Canto IV. ver. 61. Note 28. 

Juan de Bqlas, accidentally mis-spelt in the poem Bolus, was 
a noted character; and numerous are the tales related of him. 
His place of retreat, a romantic valley in the parish of St. John's, 
still bears bis name« 
He was captain-elect of the disaffected blacks, who, rebelling 
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against their Spanish master, raised an independent standard, 
and made several attempts to become possessors of the Island, 
but without success. 

The Spaniards, so repeatedly defeated by the English troops, 
were reduced at last to so miserable a plight, as to be necessitated 
to seek assistance and protection from these their former slaves. 
They solicited this Bolas, and his black draught, to aid them in 
administering a physical castigation to the British ; but British 
valour not only foiled their intents, but compelled the medi- 
ciners to swallow their own drugs. Spaniards and blacks were 
alike beaten ; most of the former were either taken prisoners or 
escaped to Cuba ; many of the latter capitulated ; and others, 
from their intimate knowledge of the country, fled to the moun- 
tain fastnesses, into which it was impossible to pursue them. 
There they existed for some time, but, increasing in number, 
they became troublesome ; so much so, that the English, imi- 
tating the Spaniards of old, procured some blood hounds from 
Cuba, and hunted them from their holds. In this service their 
old associates, who had surrendered to the English, were em- 
ployed to lead on the scent. 

It would be impossible to paint these miserable creatures 
more black than nature did at their creation, but in this shame- 
ful betrayal of their former comrades they may decidedly be 
said to have lost caste. 

This atrocious act of inhumanity is a lasting disgrace to Eng- 
land, and, to the end of time, it will receive the execrations of 
every feeling heart. Algiers only can find its parallel. 
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The Goombahy another musical iDstmmentj resembles a drum, 
t is made from a hollow block of wood^ covered over at each 
•nd with skin^ on which^ by dint of beating and scraping, die 
i)layer manages to produce sounds^ noisy and discordant enough 
.o set jostling all the crotchets^ quavers, semiquavers, and demi- 
jemiquarers in the head of even the Swedish nightingale or th« 
jreat La Blache. 



Canto V.ver.%2. Noie 34. 

The Spaniards, after their conquest of Jamaica, were guilty of 
the most detestable cruelties to the native Indians. These high 
spirited people, refusing all terms of peace with their invaders, 
were brutally massacred by them wherever they could be taken, 
and, the more readily to efiect this horrible purpose, blood- 
hounds, of a ferocious breed, were employed to hunt them from 
their retreats* This treatment made thdr hatred of the Spa- 
niards even more intense ; and with that noble love of freedom 
inherent in all hearts, they, rather than submit, sought the 
depths of the numerous mountain caverns; there to die by their 
own bands, by disease, or by famine ; thus preferring death to 
the resignation of their liberty. These caverns, with their heaps 
of human bones, long exhibited memorials of their lamentable 
fate; but these sad relics are fast mingling with their native 
dust.. A few more years, and the earth will shew no traces of 
their deplorable end, although it will live for ever in the memoiy 
of her sons. 
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arches aboye, appeared in the true gothic taste. The pillars 
surrounded the vestibule; the open spaces between them led 
into avenues, which diverged away into different parts of the 
labyrinth. On one side we observed a rock, which, by the con- 
tinual dripping of water upon it, from the ceiling, was covered 
with an incrustation, and bore a very striking resemblance of 
some venerable old hermit sitting in profound meditation. After 
we had sufficiently contemplated this reverend personage, we 
pursued our route through one of the larger adits, we found the 
passage everywhere of good height, but totally excluded from 
daylight. After walking a considerable way, we observed many 
new adits, branching from the sides. Our guide informed us 
they led several miles under ground, and that one-half of them 
had never been explored by any human being. Soon after, we 
came to a little precipice, of about four or five feet, and some of 
the party would have hurt themselves severely, if it had not been 
for a stratum of bats' dung, which lay below ready to receive 
them. Our guide, and two or three of the foremost, disappeared 
in an instant, having tumbled one over the. other, but soon rcr 
covered from their surprise when they found themselves unhurt. 
We continued our walk without further interruption till we hailed 
the daylight again, in an open area, environed on all sides 
with steep rocks. We remarked several adits leading from dif- 
ferent parts of this court, but our guide was acquainted with one 
of them only, into which we walked, and came into a magnifi*- 
cent apartment, or rotunda, of about twenty-five feet in diame*- 
ter, and eighteen to the dome or vaulted ceiling, from the centre 
of which descended a strait tap root of some tree above, about the 
size of a cable, and pretty uniform in shape* On one side was 
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a small diasra, opening, like the doorway of a closet, into a mr- 
row passage, which onr guide endeavoyred to dissuade \is froi 
entering, on account of a deep well, which, he informed us, la 
a few paces within. Howerer, we entered in, and found \ 
account veiy true. The passage grew more and more oontraci 
till we met with a thin upright ledge of rock, rising like a pa 
pet wall, almost breast-high. We thought it prudent to \i 
and soon discovered the ledge of rock separated us from a 
cavernous hollow, or well. Having no line, we could not s< 
the depth of the water, nor how far it lay beneath us ; but, 
the fall of some stones we threw in, we judged thie diatan 
the water to be about diirty feet. Our guide informed us 
unfathomable and communicated with the sea. We ret 
across the area, by the way we came, only peeping into a 
the other avenues as we proceeded. They had the Uk 
ceilings, incrusted with stalactites, here and there inten 
with the radical fibres of frees and plants, and their walks s 
with various seeds and fruits, particularly the bread-nut, 
abundance, and even some reptiles, covered over with i 
tions, but still preserving their original shapes. The s 
and furniture of these various apartments, at the same 
they excite the utmost curiosity, baffle all description, 
of them are cellular, others spacious and airy, having 
there an outlet hole to the world above. Most of the a 
columns seem to be composed, internally, of a gr^yis 
and are extravagantly wild and curious; sotne are pt 
sustain the massy superstructure, others half formed , 
in their very infant state. 
" The exterior summit of the cave. is a greyiali re 
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combed all over, fiiU of crannieSy and thickly set with variouii 
species of trees. 

'^ We were anxious to investigate further ; but, upon examining 
our stock of torch-wood we found scarcely sufficient left for con*- 
ducting us back to the entrance, and we were obliged to use 
dispatch in regaining it, for fear of rambling into some one of 
the numerous passages opening to the right and left, where^ 
puzzled with mazes, and perplexed with errors, we might have 
rambled on without the probability of ever finding our way out 
again/' 

This is the account given of this remarkable place, by Long, 
that very intelligent author, in his valuable work on Jamaica. 
In the midst of a vast deal of statistical matter, and to the gene^ 
ral reader very dry matter, he frequently diverges to describe 
the beauties of some natural object ; and, in doing so, his lan- 
guage is enthusiastically eloquent, an attribute not only pos- 
sessed by Long, but by eveiy writer who has described this 
delightful Island, from Peter the Martyr downward. Yet, 
while its scenery, its great natural beauties, and its fertility, 
is unquestioned, it is, however, frequently . condemned for its 
insalubrity; an assertion, the truth of which may partly be 
admitted. The towns, and some places near the coast, are cer-» 
tainly unhealthy, but this I believe arises from their closeness, 
want of free ventilation, and imperfect drainage. On the moun- 
tains, and in their immediate districts, there is not a finer or more 
healthy climate in any part of the globe; a cUmate> from the 
extreme softness and purity of the air, especially suited for the 
aged, the weakly, and the delicatei 
. It may. be asked, why,, when the inhabitants of d^e towns have 
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the means of health within half an hour's jonrneyi they neglect 
to embrace it? The reply is simple. 

The towns, however close and unhealthy, are still the focus 
of amusement, of enterprise, of wealth. In this Island, as in the 
world over, the pursuit of the latter is every man's object ; yet, 
how many are unfortunate, how many are snatched away from 
the scene of their hopes and their struggles, by an early death, 
while the successful few attain their wishes, after many a day of 
harassing thought and feverish anxiety, most probably at the 
sacrifice of their health, or their peace, and too frequently of 
both. 

While none, when their labours are ended, can say their 
riches afford them the gmtification they expected their poesessioo 
would impart. 



Canto VL ver, 32. Note 85. 

The Carrion Crow, familiarly called the John Crow, belongs 
to. the vulture tribe. In Jamaica they are not permitted to be 
destroyed. Indeed it is considered unlucky to kill one, conse* 
quently they are very numerous. In consuming every descrip- 
tion of filthy and decayed animal niatter which may lie above 
ground their services are invaluable, as they most probably pre* 
vent the diseases which would otherwise be generated were the 
deceased body permitted to remain long on the earth exhaling 
its pernicious effluvium. 

In towns, they become comparatively tame; so much so 
that they may be ofUn seen to alight in the streets. I have 
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observed their favourite resting place to be the roof of the town- 
hospital : an involuntary shudder has invariably crept through 
my frame, as I have beheld that house of suffering covered with 
the ill-omened birds. 

In the performance of their useful, yet disgusting office, na- 
ture has provided them with the keenest scent, and the most 
voracious appetite ; gifts, the most useful, as it notunfrequently 
happens, in time of drought, that some unfortunate animal drops 
down dead in the road from exhaustion, the hungry keen scented 
John Crows soon discover him, and they never quit the body 
until they have entirely devoured it. Should the unjucky beast 
be buried, it then falls a prey to the almost equally voracious 
Land Crab. These curious creatures tnay often be seen in 
droves, covering the high road ; but, so active are they that they 
Bever give the pedestrian a chance of approaching near to them. 
I have heard it stated, but vouch not for the truth of the state- 
ment, that they not only burrow under church yards, but that 
they have been known to force an entry into the weaker made 
coffins, and feed on their inmates. 

There is something revolting in being eaten up thus. Yet, 
since decay is the doom of our flesh, I know not why pious re- 
flection should not make it indifferent to us whether our bones 
be clean picked by voracious John Crows or hungry Land 
Crabs, or whether our mouldering remains become a protracted 
feast for worms. 

TtLE END. 



C. WBirriHGB^MyCBMWICK. 



